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CHAPTER I 

IN CELEBRATION OF VICTORY 

SHERLEY HIGH SCHOOL grounds were 
full of a vivid red light. It spread through 
the trees, casting straight, black shadows from 
the trunks across the frost-browned turf and cin- 
der walks. A huge pile of packing cases and 
barrels was burning, a constantly replenished 
mound of fire, setting a carmine reflection on the 
leaden clouds of a windless November night 
A din of staccato yells, wild, rollicking, roaring 
songs, shrill whistles and blaring horns was turn- 
ing Sherley's usual peace and quiet of early eve- 
ning into veritable pandemonium. 

On the white-lined arena of Cantor Athletic 
Field that day eleven stalwart sons of S. H. S. 
had met and conquered, in battle royal of the 
pigskin, the sons of Des Plaines. It had been a 
hard-fought field, on which sheer courage and 
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4 Touchdown — and After 

good generalship had prevailed against odds of 
strength and prestige. v 

Don McDonald and Oliver Wentworth, still 
in sweaters and caps, though more conventional 
garb had replaced moleskins and shin guards, 
tramped up through "Shady Walk" toward the 
center of hilarities. 

"Sounds like a cannibal jubilee," said Ollie, 
laughing gleefully. "They won't do a thing to 
you, Mac, my boy I That run of yours won't be 
forgotten soon." 

Don shrugged his shoulders. "Piffle I Where 
would I have been if it hadn't been for you and 
HoUister?" he answered. "It's easy enough to 
carry the ball when some one else makes a clear 
field for you." 

"It wasn't a clear field, to my certain recollec- 
tion," said Oliver; "and I bet Billy Davis is 
wishing yet that it had been, so far as he was 
concerned. Did you ever see a fullback get such 
a double armful of nothing?" 

Don laughed. "He did his level best." 

"Yes; low level," said Ollie. 

The two rounded the corner of the building 
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In Celebration of Victory S 

and came out upon the great front lawn. The 
din was deafening, but as the newcomers 
emerged from the shadow of the trees, a hundred 
alert eyes spied them at once and from fifty 
hoarse throats went up the yell, the words "bitten 
off in chunks," as Oliver said, to fit the rhythm, 
and the whole crowd united to bawl with all the 
strength of tireless lungs: 

"Hoi Rayl Hoi Rayl Sherl leyl Sherl leyl 
Herl day! Her! day! Tiger!" 

"It makes the cold chills of joy shiver up and 
down your spine to hear Sherley yell," OUie 
Wentworth had once said to an uninitiated friend 
to whom he was describing a football game; 
and certainly Sherley's yell, when given as it was 
on this night by hundreds of high school rooters, 
among the fire-lit trees of the beloved school 
after a great football victory, was well calculated 
to make chills, of some nature at least, course 
the spines of listeners for many blocks about. 

"Look who's here! Here he is! What's the 
matter with Mac? Mac made the run — the run 
of the day! What's the matter with Mac?" 

The crowd started toward the two players, 
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chanting the usual refrain which that challenge 
evokes: "Mac^s all right! Who^s all right? 
Mad" 

Don, scenting their purpose to "put him up," 
ducked one sweeping arm, dodged another and 
pushed off a third, when OUie, on whom he had 
depended as an ally and whom he was about to 
use as an obstacle to push in the way of a fourth 
youth intent upon doing him violent honor, sud- 
denly turned traitor and made a diving tackle 
at his knees, holding him tight till the crowd 
overwhelmed him. Then up he went on their 
shoulders while the mad mob shrieked his name 
again. 

That was the beginning of it. The whole 
team had broken training after the last supreme 
triumph of the season, and its members were out 
in force. It was a crazily happy crowd. An 
outsider, strange to the conditions, might fairly 
have been excused if he had mistaken the scene 
— at a little distance, say — for an imitation of an 
Iroquois war dance. 

Don was not the only one honored, however. 
His opportunity to see his friend through the 
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In Celebration of Victory 7 

same performance came speedily; and, after- 
ward, other members of the victorious squad, 
one by one, sat on the shoulders of their joyous 
fellows, and then joined the dance. 

The uproar seemed impossible of increase, but 
it was notably heightened or at least intensified 
by change of key, when two score cavorting 
youngsters in white nightshirts suddenly ap- 
peared out of the darkness and began to circle 
the fire. Five minutes afterward nearly the 
whole of the riotous mob danced a weird proces- 
sion about the huge blaze, alternately groaning 
forth a doggerel dirge of Des Plaines and then 
yelling a similarly unpolished paean for Sherley. 

First: 

"Poor old Des Plamcsl 
Full o' chilblains 1 
Tried to do up S. H. S., 
And got bumped for its pains 1 
Hal Hal Ha, ha, ha I 
Bumped for its pains I" 

Then: 

"Here'stoS. H. S.I 
She can't be beat! She can't be beat I 
She'll win — and nothing lessl 
She's always there with both her feet! 
With both her feet she can't be heat, 
She can't be beat, she can't be beatl 
She's there— with both her feetl" 
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As the fire consumed the material which had 
been piled upon it and began to sink, foraging 
parties separated from the main body and sought 
more fuel. Barrels and boxes were confiscated 
as fair prey on a night like this and tradition 
rather than personal property rights settled the 
ownership of all unattached inflammable mate- 
rial. After each forage the fire would grow 
anew, but each scouring of the neighborhood for 
fuel left less behind for the next party to glean 
and at length the point was reached at which 
it became a question of crossing the line of the 
legitimate in the search, or yielding the fight 
against darkness in the school grounds. 

Meanwhile, however, the spirit abroad was 
undergoing a slow change. Rejoicing in tri- 
umph was still the ostensible motive for din and 
antics, but mischief began to creep from the 
background as the hour grew later, and, by im- 
perceptible degrees, the fun waxed reckless. 
Some of the more sober heads recognized the 
change of note in the song of revelry when a 
first flatted from true pitch and began to feel 
themselves out of harmony. But others did not. 
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In Celebration of Victory 9 

The contagion of indiscretion spread. A de- 
crepit picket fence at the back of the school 
grounds was sacrificed to the flames by one 
party in a spirit of bravado. Then a second 
party, not to be outdone, wrenched the door from 
a storm house of a vacant and rather battered 
old house across the street from the school. And, 
after this beginning of rashness, it was easy to 
demolish and burn the storm house itself. 

"It ought to have been torn down a year ago, 
anyhow 1" asserted one youngster, and the re- 
mark was taken as justification for speedy 
incineration. 

"That's going a bit far," said Bruce Hollister, 
as he stood at Don's side while the splintered 
planks were thrown upon the fire. "We'll be 
likely to hear from that tomorrow. The super 
won't stand for it." 

Don did not reply. He had been rather taken 
aback himself by this bit of mischief. 

"This is only the beginning, though," con- 
tinued Hollister, stepping aside from a cloud 
of smoke and sparks which now began drifting 
toward them. 
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"The crazy goats arc going to overdo it 
There's always more or less plain lunacy on tap 
at a time like this and it's beginning to show up." 

The noise had lessened somewhat Wits which 
till now had been busy inventing methods of 
producing unearthly sounds were beginning to 
be employed in scheming less innocent diver- 
sions. 

"Where's Ollie?" asked Don, peering through 
the murky smoke toward the fire, 

"He was with young Ferris Morgan at the 
storm house a minute ago." Bruce looked keenly 
at Don as he replied. He saw Don bite his lip ; 
• he knew that McDonald did not fancy that par- 
ticular company for his chum. 

Don McDonald's home was not in Sherley. 
He was there to go to school, because his father, 
who was a prosperous mining engineer in a 
little, almost schoolless Western town, had sent 
his boy here to prepare for the university. Sher- 
ley High School had, indeed, a number of stu- 
dents in attendance who were from other towns 
and cities. In that respect it was not unlike some 
bf the big private schools. There were no dor- 
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mitories, of course, and the boys who did not 
live at home boarded near the school. 

Ferris Morgan's home was in Chicago. It was 
vaguely believed — on none too good authority, 
perhaps — that the boy had been sent to Sherley 
because he had been expelled from the schools 
in his home city. Bruce Hollister lived in Sher- 
ley and so did a number of others of Don's most 
intimate friends. OUic Wentworth, however, 
was also one of the "boarding crowd,'' as they 
were dubbed, for OUie's father and Don's had 
been in college together and had long lived in 
the same town, where the sons had been chums. 
And Mr. Wentworth, who was a well-to-do 
banker, had picked Sherley for his boy, when 
dissatisfied with home schools, mainly because 
Mr. McDonald had. Oliver had known Ferris 
Morgan at a Michigan summer resort where 
the two boys had happened to meet during one 
vacation. But Don had met him for the first 
time at Sherley. 

Morgan was, perhaps, one of the wildest fel- 
lows in Sherley, and Don, who had known him 
through OUie, had only tolerated him at first 
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for Ollie^s sake. But when Morgan had taken 
advantage of Don's known affection for Ollie, 
and had used Don's rooms, borrowed Don's 
money, appropriated Don's mitts and bats and 
rackets — and even occasionally his ties and his 
rubber boots, for Don was a youngster of many 
possessions — and when he continually influenced 
OUie's none too stable spirit into certain byways 
of town life, Don had at last cut his acquaintance 
and urged Ollie to do the same. Ollie himself, 
however, not knowing all Morgan's doings, had 
not clearly fathomed Don's feeling toward him; 
and, though he was too fond of Don deliberately 
to let Morgan come between them, he found a 
fascination in the latter's company that made 
him divide his allegiance a bit. 

Bruce Hollister knew all this, for he was close 
to both the chums. His mention of Morgan in 
the present instance, therefore, had not been en- 
tirely without a purpose. 

A crowd of young fellows came scurrying 
toward them with smothered laughter and low- 
toned, excited talk. Don saw Ollie among the 
leaders and caught his arm as he came up. 
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"Come on, Mac!" exclaimed Ollic, his boyish 
laughter bubbling out with his words. 

"It's going too far, OUie," said Don, risking 
the charge of preaching, ^^Hold on ; cut it out 
now. There's a limit, you knowl" 

"Aw, hang the limitl" cried Oliver. "Wc 
haven't had any fun since Noah was a little boy. 
Besides, we don't win such a game every day." 

"Well, the bunch is getting dippy now,", said 
Bruce. "They'll do something messy, first thing 
you know." 

Ollie laughed. "We're going to get old Maud 
S. and put her on top of the boiler house," he 
confided hilariously. 

Maud S. was the boys' nickname for an aged 
and peculiarly gentle-paced mare belonging to 
Professor Taylor, principal of the high school, a 
man whose personal eccentricities, despite his 
ability and his dignity, made him the butt of 
no small proportion of student fun, and whose 
home was but a few doors away down the street. 
Ollie's proposal held its own spice of mischief. 
Both Don and Bruce joined in the laugh at it. 

But Don held back. "No," he protested. "I'm 
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not in on this." The absurdity of the idea ap- 
pealed to him, but it was undeniably an unwar- 
ranted liberty to take with Professor Taylor's 
property, though no real damage might result. 
And Don was as shy of mischief, for a particular 
reason, as a gun-shy dog is of a thunder-storm. 
OUie Wentworth's father was a very severe man 
and Don's own father had warned his son that 
he could not better prove his friendship for 
Wentworth than by keeping him out of scrapes 
that might bring down the wrath of that young 
man's parent in expression that was likely to be 
very heavy. 

But OUie gurgled with delight at their appre- 
ciation of the joke. "Come onl Come onl" he 
urged. "We'll blanket her, so she won't take 
cold, poor dearl We'll pack her in cotton wool 
if you say so. But she needs an airing. Wouldn't 
you hate to stand in a stable and eat hay all day 
andnever have any fun? Come onl Hurry up 1" 

"No," said Don. "You'll have to break into 
the barn, and that's too much." 

"Break in! Well, I guess not! The barn hasn't 
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been locked since Maud's girlhood days, and 
that's a long, long time since," 

Don shook his head doubtfully. He was think- 
ing — or trying to think, as Ollie Wentworth's 
father would think* ^'Same as housebreaking/' 
he said. "Professor Taylor'd have the whole 
bunch of us pinched for it" 

"I guess he won't pinch the whole schooll" 
exclaimed Ollie. 

"Humph 1 He'll have a notion who to get 
after," said Don, glancing without meaning to 
do so at Ferris Morgan, who was listening scorn- 
fully. 

Morgan glared instantly. But Ollie was the 
one who answered. "Not mel" he asserted with 
mock innocence. 

"I wouldn't do it, Ollie," suggested Don more 
seriously, squirming inwardly at the necessity 
of playing this part before the crowd. 

*Well, don't then," replied Ollie, not at all 
offended. 

Ferris Morgan grasped Wentworth's arm. 
"Aw, come on. Don't mind that old rabbit!" he 
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said, with all the insult for Don he could put 
into his tone. 

Just then another boy came running up breath- 
lessly. "Say, hurry up, you ducks 1" he panted, 
his voice dropping to a secretive whisper, 
"TheyVe got the barn open. TheyVe spreading 
straw on the floor so that the mare^s hoofs won't 
give us away." 

Oliver started off with the persistent Morgan. 
"Better come," he called over his shoulder; "it'll 
be a sight to cure what ails you." 

Don and Bruce watched their departing fig- 
ures a momenti then Don turned back to the 
now dying fire. 

"Going home?" asked Hollister. 

"Yes," said Don, and the two walked away 
together. 

"Mac's a straight-laced old Puritan, isn't he?" 
remarked Morgan to OUie, as the two crossed 
the street toward Professor Taylor's place. 

"Oh, no," said OUie ; "he has more sense than 
most of us, I guess ; that's all." 

"Aw, piffle 1" returned Morgan, scowling into 
the darkness. 
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The majority of the dozen or two boys now 
remaining from the crowd which had held tri- 
umph on the high school grounds were gathered 
in a silent group near the open barn door, while 
three or four were at work inside, spreading 
straw to the depth of a foot over the barn floon 
Oliver's arrival seemed to have been awaited as 
the signal for active measures, for Wentworth 
was always the leader in things he undertook. 
An immediate stir followed his joining the 
group, and a moment or two later the mare was 
led from her stall and out upon the lawn. She 
seemed to bear the disturbance of her repose with 
equanimity and she regarded the excited youths 
about her with a mild stolidity which promised 
to be proof against anything they might choose 
to do with her. 

"She isn't going to mind it a bit," said Mor- 
gan disappointedly. "She don't take it to heart 
half enough." 

"It isn't what she thinks about it," answered 
Ollie. "It's what Professor Taylor will think 
when he sees his gentle relative on her observa- 
tion tower. He'll wonder how she got there, and 
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so will everybody else mostly, for we won't leave 
a trace behind. And weUl clean up this straw 
first of all." 

Others followed him as he suited the action 
to the words, and the barn floor was restored to 
its usually moderately clean condition, while the 
straw was carefully returned to the mow. 

"Now, weVe got to have some planks," con- 
tinued OUie. "They ought to be two-inch 
planks, for Maud's no featherweight." 

"Everything wooden in the neighborhood is 
burned up now," said Harry Chase. "We might 
have saved the storm house for this, if we had 
only thought" 

"Oh, we'll find something, all right," said 
Morgan. "Some of you come along with me 
^nd we'll dig up some kind of thing to help 
Maudie rise in the world." 

Three or four broke from the main body about 
the captured mare and followed Morgan off 
through the darkness. OUie led Maud S. out 
through the gate, across the street, and up 
through the high school lawns toward the rear 
of the ground where the independent heating 



Digitized by 



Google 



In Celebration of Victory 19 

plant was situated. Not a few of those follow- 
ing him had been onlookers from the first, and 
now that active mischief was fairly afoot one 
after another dropped away from the chief mov- 
ers in it. The number gradually dwindled as the 
mare was led through the grounds, for dark cor- 
ners in the shadow of buildings and clumps of 
trees and shrubbery gave opportunities for 
youths to drop out and get away without their 
going being noticed. 

Oliver laughed scornfully when he looked 
about the little group of six or eight who were 
still with him when he reached the boiler house. 

"Quitters 1" he grunted, looking back along 
the imaginary paths trod by the deserters. Then, 
"All right. What fun we have out of it will be 
all the better, and weVe less likely to give our- 
selves away afterward." 

He tied the mare by her halter to a tree, 
though she showed not the slightest inclination 
to stir from any spot on which she was allowed 
to stand. Then, posting one or two of the boys 
as sentinels, to give the alarm if anyone in au- 
thority should stir abroad, with the others he 
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joined Morgan's hunt for material with which 
to construct an inclined path for Maud's prog- 
ress to the roof of the heating plant. 

There was plenty of fun going, and it was not 
all quiet So far, nothing had occurred to cause 
the practical jokers fear of detection, and their 
schemes prospered. It was one of those still 
nights when no wind seems to blow, yet the 
clouds sweep slowly across the face of the moon, 
giving alternate shadow and light to the earth. 
As the evening had progressed the sky had been 
clearing, while the thermometer was undoubt- 
edly falling somewhat. The clouds were now 
fleecy rather than heavy, and the light of the 
late moon often shone steadily down for consid- 
erable periods uninterrupted. 

Except for the two small parties of students 
both intent upon the same doubtful enterprise, 
the whole town seemed still. The last embers 
of the big bonfire still burned fitfully and glow- 
ing coals still sent up a faint, rosy light against 
the nearer trees and the dim front of the main 
building. The howling mob which, but a half 
hour before, had danced like an assembly of 
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dervishes about the blaze had disappeared as 
completely as if the fire, starved for want of 
other fuel, had licked them up. As a matter of 
fact most of them had regained rational citizen- 
ship and a wholesome respect for the morning 
opinions of parents, and had sought their beds, 
tired enough with victory and vaunting. 

The search for planks proved much harder 
than Morgan had expected, and Ollie and his 
little searching party found equal difficulty in 
their quest. It seemed that the whole neighbor- 
hood had been swept literally bare of boards of 
any kind ; but Ollie finally discovered a mass of 
refuse from an old staging, piled up back of the 
heating plant itself, where it had miraculously 
escaped the eyes of earlier foragers, and the 
necessary timbers were unearthed amid much 
exultation and carried oflf for the purpose in 
hand. 

The boiler house, so called, stood on the side 
of a slight rise of ground next a wagon road that 
ran behind the high school grounds, for the pur- 
poses of coal and wood hauling. On one side 
of the building, therefore, the roof was consid- 
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erably nearer the ground than on the opposite 
side. The highest elevation faced the road, 
which was macadamized and quite as hard as 
stone; the lowest was flanked by a diminutive 
orchard, in which a number of rustic iron seats 
were placed for the use of students and visitors. 

Ollie called the benches into requisition at 
once. It was manifestly impossible for Maud S. 
to climb a sixteen foot plank set at an angle 
which was macadamized and quite as hard as 
ground and the eaves of a building twelve feet 
high. Something in the nature of a geometrical 
problem therefore faced the boys, and Ollie 
solved it practically by lengthening the hypoth- 
enuse of the triangle, making it three planks 
long instead of one, and constructing supports 
for the joints from benches built up blockhouse 
style. 

It was an odd-looking structure, and so shaky 
that the preliminary tests given it by the boys 
were not without risks to their necks and limbs. 
It was finally declared safe, however, after much 
bolstering and shifting, which the youths accom- 
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plishcd, working with the vigorous energy of 
an army pontoon gang under fire. 

Then, like the innocent she was, old Maud S. 
was led, all unsuspicious, to this crude imitation 
Jacob's ladder, and commenced her ascent sky- 
ward. So mild and docile was she, though un- 
doubtedly surprised by the strange doings, that 
the boys who watched, while Morgan and Went- 
worth escorted her on her difficult path, were 
doubled up with laughter. 

"Hold tight, Sweetheart 1" called one, as the 
mare stumbled and shook the whole crazy edifice 
which seemed in imminent danger of falling. 

"Keep in the middle of the roadl" chanted 
another. 

"Take the lady's hand, why don't you, OUie? 
She's nervous," suggested a third. 

The ascent seemed a long one. As the odd trio 
neared the roof the chaffing stopped, for the 
wabbling of the loose structure that supported 
them became threatening. The last few steps, 
which the boys and the mare took with strained 
caution, were watched in breathless silence by 



Digitized by 



Google 



24 Touchdown — and After 

the onlookers; and when, finally, the mare's 
hoofs crunched on the flat, gravel-covered roof, 
an involuntary cheer rose from below. 

"Touchdown!'' somebody yelled; and every- 
body laughed. 

Oliver looked at once for a place to tie the 
halter which he held, but Morgan was for let- 
ting the mare go free. 

"She can't run away from here," he argued. 

"She might fall off and bump herself," said 
Ollie. "I don't see any place to tie her, though." 

"Oh, hang tying her!" cried Morgan, giving 
the mare a resounding slap on the flank. 

Maud S. started sharply and her heavy tread 
sent up a hollow sound from the roof. It seemed 
to excite her previously imperturbable spirit. 
She threw up her head with such a startled jerk 
that the strap Ollie held loosely was wrenched 
from his grasp. 

"Hold on!" cried the young fellow. "Don't 
excite her now. She's likely to jump off into the 
road!" 

But the dangling halter seemed to excite both 
the mare and Morgan the more. The youth, in 
pure spirit of perversity, caught up an old lath 
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which lay upon the roof, and with it struck the 
animal a sharp slap. She jumped now as though 
stung. 

Ollie made a wild leap to recover the halter, 
and the mare, now thoroughly startled, dodged 
away from him with an agility that amazed him. 
The young fellow caught the strap, however, 
and took a double turn of it around his hand 
to insure his hold. He attempted to draw the 
mare's head toward him, to soothe her, but she 
backed with frightened snuffling from him. 
Then it was that Morgan, seemingly infatuated 
with mischief, struck the animal again. 

With a maddened snort, she whirled around, 
though Ollie put forth all his strength to hold 
her. In three quick jumps she crossed the nar- 
row roof, dragging the boy with her. And, be- 
fore the others realized what was occurring, she 
took the twenty-foot blind leap to the roadway 
below 1 

Ollie, striving desperately to prevent this catas- 
trophe which he instantly foresaw when the 
mare turned, clung to the halter till he neared 
the edge of the roof, and then, when he saw his 
effort was useless, endeavored to shake his hand 
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free from the strap. The tension of the mare^s 
mad pull to escape, however, drew the double 
turn so tight that the boy's hand was caught as 
if in a loop, and he was dragged to and over the 
edge. He uttered no cry, but clutched wildly at 
the eaves trough as he fell, and the other boys 
heard his hands slip over the tin. Then they 
heard the two bodies strike the ground. 

In desperate terror now at the accident he had 
undoubtedly caused, Morgan ran to the orchard 
side of the building and took the twelve-foot 
jump to the hard, frozen turf without a second's 
hesitation. He was the first of the boys to round 
the plant, and when the others followed they 
found him on his knees, staring into the white, 
upturned face of Ollie Wentworth, lying limp 
and still beside the body of the horse. 

Maud S. was dead! 

Chase stooped down beside Morgan, his face 
as white as that of his prostrate friend. "Is — is 
he — ?" The word trembled on his lips. 

*^No," returned Morgan hoarsely. "He's alive 
— ^but he must be hurt — something terrible P 
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CHAPTER II 

THINGS HARD TO EXPLAIN 

HEN Don McDonald and Bruce Hollis- 
tcr reached the comer below the high 
school grounds, after parting from the revelers, 
they paused for a moment to discuss a point in 
the game of the day. The moment grew into 
some fifteen minutes or more before they sepa- 
rated. Then Don said goodnight and started for 
his rooms. He boasted the unusual luxury of a 
suite, consisting of bedchamber and study, on the 
ground floor of a house on the street back from 
the high school, which was the envy of boys 
who had less liberal allowances than the mining 
engineer's son. 

As Don turned into the gate at his landlady s 
place, there was a great scurrying of little feet 
on the porch from which his door led, and a 
streak of white came flying to his feet 

"Why, hello. Quiz!'* said the boy, stooping to 
pat and then to pick up the vibrating, palpitating 
little fox terrier that greeted him. The dog 
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belonged to Oliver Wentworth, but it was often 
his habit, when his young master was away from 
home, to start out on a still hunt for him ; and he 
knew quite well that Don McDonald's rooms 
were about the most probable place in the world 
to find Ollie. 

Don fondled the little fellow, who nosed and 
licked his cheek and neck in wild delight. Don 
was almost as great a favorite with Quiz as was 
the master himself. 

"Well, I giiess you'd have a hard time to find 
Ollie just now," said Don, walking slowly up 
the steps with the dog in his arms. "Better come 
in and stay with me tonight." And he unlocked 
his door and set the dog inside, where Quiz con-^ 
tentedly proceeded to make himself at home. 
"It's two to one that you're locked out, old man ; 
so turn in," said Don, throwing down a sofa 
pillow in a corner, as he always did when Quiz 
honored him with a visit. 

The boy himself then turned in, without more 
ado, for he was well tired out. And within 
twenty minutes more he and Quiz were both 
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peacefully asleep, quite oblivious to what friend 
and master might be doing or suffering. 

It was morning when Don awoke, clear and 
bright — one of those rare beautiful days of 
November which seem to come a full month late 
in the calendar but which are acceptably out of 
place. 

Don was up early, despite certain stiff bruises 
and strains in his usually supple body, sharp 
reminders of his part in the football battle of 
yesterday. He started Quiz off for home imme- 
diately. In a swift walk through the streets as a 
morning appetizer he met none of his intimate 
friends ; but while returning to his rooms after 
breakfast, he overheard on the street a conversa- 
tion, between two passing youngsters who hap- 
pened to turn in near him from a side street, 
which quickly gave him partial news of the 
catastrophe of the-night before. 

"Old Maud S. was found dead on the high 
school grounds this morning," one was saying as 
they came up behind Donald, "and they're laying 
it to Wentworth and Hollister and McDonald 
and that bunch. They don't know how the mare 
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was killed. They think she must have run against 
something while being driven hard, for her neck 
is broken." 

Don was thoroughly startled. He slowed his 
walk and listened. Evidently the two boys be- 
hind him had not thought to notice who was 
walking ahead of them. 

"Old Prof. Taylor will never forgive thaV 
said the other young fellow, laughing shortly, as 
if it were a joke to him. 

"He's had a spasm already this morning, I 
hear, but there's no real clue to anybody. The 
ground and trees in the orchard back of the heat- 
ing plant show that something was doing up 
there last night, but nobody knows what it was." 

"There'll sure be the deuce to pay — for the 
fellows who killed that mare, though. Where 
was she found?" 

"Out in the middle of the lawn in front of the 
main building. But it's a cinch she was dragged 
there from somewhere else after she was killed." 

Don turned his corner at this point, and passed 
up the avenue toward his rooming place. As he 
did so, he heard a slight exclamation behind him 
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and knew that the boys had discovered his iden- 
tity. His fears of the night before regarding 
some disastrous close to the evening's escapade, 
however, appearing to have been realized to a 
startling extent, quickly took his mind from the 
source of his first information of it. He had 
wanted to question the boys for further informa- 
tion, but he suddenly thought that any undue 
interest on his part might compromise some of 
his friends. As he knew himself innocent, the 
mention of his own name as among those sus- 
pected of complicity in the affair was of far less 
importance to him than the fact that prompt sus- 
picion had fallen upon Ollie. No word of Went- 
worth's terrible fall with the mare had reached 
him. 

"Confound itl" he said. "If the fellows would 
only have an ounce of sense at such a time as last 
night! And practical joking is never any good. 
OllieM be all right if he didn't trot with that 
Ferris Morgan crowd. I'd like to go and beat 
up that young duffer! I'll have to see Ollie right 
away, though, and see how the thing stands. 
We'll have to square him some way." 
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He hurried to his rooms. OUie roomed across 
the block on the next street, but Don was due at 
a class in half an hour, and he wished to get a 
notebook before seeking his chum. He dropped 
into a dogtrot as he passed the school and had 
nearly reached his destination when a whistle 
from the street behind him caused him to look 
around. Bruce Hollister had come out of 
one of the paths and was hurrying after him. 
McDonald waited. 

"I suppose youVe heard the news?" asked 
Bruce, coming up to him, his anxiety showing 
in his face. 

"Yes," said Don, supposing that he knew all 
the worst of it. "I heard it — ^if it's true." 

"It's true." 

"What does Professor Taylor say?" 

"He's hot under the collar, of course. He 
doesn't know about OUie yet, and the fellows 
are trying to keep it from him." 

"Ohl" said Don, "that's lucky. What's he go- 
ing to do?" he asked, believing that he under- 
stood thoroughly. 
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"He says he's going to have every fellow who 
was in it expelled." 

"And he thinks we were all in it?" 

"Yes. As I say he doesn't know about Ollie, 
though. He's got Morgan spotted, and Chase 
and Benedict. And for some reason he seems to 
be after you and me. All the others were in it, 
I guess. But say, he can't prove anything, if 
everybody keeps mum. We must shield Ollie, 
though, sure, whatever else we do, Mac." 

"Why, of course," said Don, to whom this sim- 
ply evidenced Hollister's knowledge of the 
sternness of Ollie's father. "Nobody's going to 
snitch. But Ollie won't stand for our taking the 
brunt of it and letting him out." 

"Well, Ollie won't have much to say about it, 
I'm thinking. But they can't prove anything. 
You and I can honestly say we don't know who 
was in the gang — for we didn't see the thing 
done, you know. And Morgan and the rest won't 
tell. They can't do a thing about it." 

"I don't know about that," answered Don. 
"But the less we say, the better," 
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''That's what the fellows all say." 

"Well, let it go at that, then. Don't tell me 
anything more or I'll know too much." 

"You can expect a summons before the 
super, this morning sure," said Bruce gravely. 
"Morgan got one before breakfast, and I'm look- 
ing for mine when I get home. I don't see how 
they got next so early, but Professor Taylor's 
after our scalps, I hear." 

"Well," said Don slowly, "we can give 'em 
straight answers, but I don't know that we have 
to tell 'em everything we know. I'll bet that 
Ollic wasn't to blame for killing the mare, and 
that's really the only thing that'll make trouble.'* 

"It's serious enough for OUie," said Bruce.. 
"He'll have an awful hard time to explain his 
fix — and if his father hears about it, good night! 
His father's as strict as a strait- jacket." 

Don looked at his friend soberly. This re- 
mark confirmed his impression of the reasons for 
Bruce's special anxiety for Wentworth. He did 
not understand, however, the reference to OUie's 
"fix" to mean other than his implication in the 
scrape. 
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"Well, our part in it's clear enough," he said; 
"and I guess we can look out for Ollie. I'm go- 
ing right over to see him now." 

The boys separated. Donald went on to his 
rooms. Time was precious and he wanted to see 
his chum. But he found on his desk a note, 
delivered during his brief absence, peremptorily 
commanding his presence at Superintendent 
Burnham's office in the high school building, at 
the beginning of the first hour. 

"They certainly got busy early 1" he muttered. 

He glanced at his watch and decided that it 
would be as well to see Ollie after the interview 
with Mr. Burnham. Ollie might tell him more 
than Bruce had told and thus embarrass the eflFort 
to shield him. Don considered, then finally 
slipped his notebook into his pocket and strolled 
out upon the street and up through the avenue 
toward the high school, revolving his policy 
somewhat apprehensively in his mind, and sup- 
porting, by all the arguments he could conjure, 
his determination to adopt it 

Ferris Morgan was just leaving the superin- 
tendent's office as Don arrived. He gave Don a 
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black look as he passed him, and then searched 
his face as if to fathom his intentions. But Don, 
who was not now on speaking terms with the 
other, did not pause and went directly into Mr. 
Burnham's room as soon as he saw that no one 
else was there ahead of him. 

Mr. Burnham sat in the swivel chair back of 
his flat-topped desk. He was a portly man of 
middle age, with bushy iron-gray hair, and a 
full, crisp beard under his chin. His upper lip 
was shaven smooth and was very mobile. He 
possessed a habit of sarcasm, which this clean- 
shaved lip seemed to announce to the observer 
by its manner of drawing across his teeth when 
he smiled, and its constant half-humorous, half- 
cynical way of twitching at the corners. 

The superintendent was a just man in inten- 
tion and a strict disciplinarian, but those of 
whom his sarcastic remarks had made enemies 
accused him of a love of practicing the art of 
caustic speech which sometimes led him beyond 
the point of absolute fairness and left little room 
for a tempering of mercy in the expression, at 
least, of his judgments. 
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Beside Mr. Burnham sat Professor Taylor, a 
tall, angular, loose-jointed man, whose thin 
beard and cold eyes gave his face an ascetic ap- 
pearance which was not wholly foreign to his 
nature, certainly. He was a man of unusual in- 
tellectual power, a master of the branches of 
study he had taught, thoroughly admired by 
every student in his classes for his command of, 
and ability to impart, information of value. That 
he was unpopular as a man must be admitted, for 
though the students did not doubt his sincerity 
or strict adherence to principle, they did doubt 
his sympathy with the younger generation. 

Unfortunately for Don his was not the sort of 
temperament to find either of these two men 
congenial. He was man enough to recognize 
some of the good qualities in both, but he was 
also still boy enough to cherish prejudices at the 
expense of good judgment. As a natural conse- 
quence he was predisposed to antagonism toward 
both men, a feeling which loyalty to his school 
and a sense of the fitness of things ordinarily kept 
far enough in the background, but which existed 
nevertheless. 
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"Good morning, McDonald," said Mr. Burn- 
ham brusquely, in return to Donald's respectful 
salutation. He threw back his head and looked 
at the young fellow through his glasses while 
Professor Taylor bowed coldly without remov- 
ing his gaze from Don's face. 

"You sent for me, sir?" inquired Don quietly. 

"Yes," said the superintendent, settling his 
chin on his collar, half closing his eyes with a 
judicial air and then stretching his mobile lip 
across his teeth. "McDonald, I just wanted to 
ask you a question. If you were a member of the 
school board of Sherley at a time when certain 
young men like yourself and young HoUister 
and Wentworth and Morgan — ^whose fathers 
have sent them here to learn some of the things 
which go to make up the character of such men 
as those fathers — had so far forgotten all princi- 
ples of right and wrong as, maliciously and with 
intention, to destroy property belonging to the 
institution and to one of its teachers, what would 
you do about it?" 

Donald looked at his questioner thoughtfully. 
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He was trying not to grow quickly angry at the 
tone. 

"I might ask you first, Mr. Bumham/' he 
said, "just what proof you think you have that I 
was — that I have destroyed any such property." 

"Proof enough, I should think 1'' exclaimed 
Professor Taylor suddenly, in quick anger. 

"It is utterly impossible that you should have 
any," said Don quickly. 

"Is it?" inquired Mr. Burnham coldly. "Per- 
haps you think so." He smiled his slow, sar- 
castic, exasperating smile. "As it happens we 
have stronger proof against you than against any 
one elsel" 
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CROSS-EXAMINATION 

DON found it hard to stand still and wait for 
the first passion of wrath and surprise to 
pass before he should give utterance to denial or 
any other sort of answer to the charge which had 
been made against him. But he waited. At last 
he found breath and patience to speak quietly, 
if not altogether wisely. 

"You think you have proof against me, evi- 
dently, Mr. Burnham," he said. "It almost seems 
to me that you are rather glad of it. I suppose 
you want an answer to your first question, 
though." 

Mr. Burnham's eyebrows rose indignantly at 
the boy's indiscreet show of resentment of the 
false charge, but he nodded slowly to the latter 
part of Don's answer, and waited for more. 

"A candid answer?" asked Don. 

"Why, of course." 

"Then I think I would first be very sure as to 
whether the fellows I suspected were the guilty 
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ones and whether the destruction were really 
malicious. It doesn't seem exactly fair and 
square to me to — ^jump to conclusions." 

Professor Taylor sneered slightly, as if he con- 
sidered the answer an impertinent evasion. Mr. 
Burnham tapped his fingers lightly on the desk. 

"How was the mare killed, McDonald?" he 
asked suddenly. 

"I can't tell you, sir," responded Don. 

"That is to say you won't tell me." 

"I didn't say that, sir." 

"Didn't you know she was dead when you left 
her on the high school lawn?" asked the super- 
intendent. 

Don recognized the effort to trap him. "No, 
sir," he answered, with a deliberate resolve to 
play a conversational trick in turn. 

"There 1" exclaimed Professor Taylor. "He 
admits it!" 

"Oh, no, I don't!" cried Don. "I saw your 
little bait. I answer no because it's true enough. 
I didn't know the mare was dead till — this morn- 
ing." 

"But you practically admitted that you left 
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her lying on the lawn," accused Professor 
Taylor. 

"I did not," disputed Don, too enraged now 
to care much how disrespectful he became. 

"Here, here!" exclaimed Mr. Bumham. 
"What sort of an answer is that to give to the 
principal of the high school, McDonald?" 

Don's face and eyes were hot His throat filled 
with a choking of bitter words. But he kept still. 
He did not reply at all. And presently Mr. 
Burnham went on. 

"And didn't Hollister and Morgan know till 
this morning, either?" 

Don tried to consider his answer to this. To 
say now that Hollister and himself were not con- 
cerned in the affair would be to cast suspicion 
upon Morgan by implication. The conscious- 
ness of his own hostility to Morgan made him 
wish to be the more cautious not to injure that 
young man's cause in any way. 

"I don't know, Mr. Burnham," he replied at 
last, more calmly than he had spoken since the 
accusation. 
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Professor Taylor moved impatiently, however, 
intolerant of what he was pleased to consider 
quibbling. 

"What time did you reach your room last 
night?" continued the superintendent. 

"I did not look at my watch, sir. It was after 
eleven o'clock." 

"High-school boys are not supposed to be run- 
ning the streets at night, McDonald. You are 
expected to observe study hours." 

"Yes, sir; but I supposed we would have a 
little special liberty last night after the game." 

"And license?" asked the superintendent 

Donald did not reply, but he flushed hotly 
again. 

"What do you call liberty, young man?" 

Don's temptation came suddenly. "The right 
to be considered innocent until I'm proved 
guilty," he said sharply. 

Mr. Burnham's smooth lip drew itself into a 
smile that Don interpreted as contemptuous and 
the boy's resentment began to rise higher. 

"Were you and Hollister and Morgan among 
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those who took Professor Taylor's mare from 
her stable last night, sir?" asked the superinten- 
dent 

"That's an unfair question," said Don. 

"Why so?" 

"Because, if I answer that any one of us was 
not, you will conclude that the rest were. Be- 
sides, you said you had proof that I was there." 

"We shall conclude nothing for which we 
have not proof, you may rest assured. Give me 
your answer." 

"Your suspicions are not — all correct, sir." 

"Why don't you give me a straight answer?" 

"That is a straight answer." 

"You know who was in this fracas. How could 
you know that without having been there your- 
self?" 

"I have reason to know something about it." 

"What reason?" 

"It would be unfair to others for me to say 
that, Mr. Burnham." 

"That settles it for mel" exclaimed Professor 
Taylor impatiently. 

"How does it settle it?" demanded Don, feel- 
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ing that he had made a mess of the aflfair aftei 
all. 

"That will appear in due time. 

"IVe got some right to know now!'* exclaimed 
Don, losing the whip hand of his passion. 

Professor Taylor smiled coldly. 

"You have simply stuck to your original con- 
clusion that I am guilty," cried Don. "You give 
me no fair opportunity of defense." 

"Your defense has not helped your cause so 
far, young man." 

"Do you want to call any witnesses to prove 
that you and your friends were not concerned in 
last night's doings, McDonald?" interrupted 
Mr. Burnham. 

Don tried to think. He had no witnesses on 
whom he could call to prove his innocence ex- 
cept Hollister. The objection which silenced his 
denial of personal guilt still stood in his way. 
The gradual realization of his predicament 
roused his anger still more and befogged his 
judgment. His face slowly reddened again as 
his passion flamed at what he considered the in- 
justice of it all ; yet he tried to hold his tongue, 



Digitized by 



Google 



46 Touchdown — and After 

conscious that he had already been guilty of 
impertinence. 

"Well?" queried Professor Taylor. 

It was curious, but that one word was deliv- 
ered in a tone that was like a puff of wind on 
hot coals to the boy's wrath. He turned on the 
man, all his old dislike, his sense of helplessness, 
his rage at the situation, aiding him to interpret 
insult in the question. 

"Professor Taylor," he said his words rush- 
ing out recklessly now, "I wouldn't ask any other 
fellows in Sherley to come here and be insulted 
as youVe insulted me this morning. You have 
as much as told me I lied in every question 
youVe put to me, in every look, in every — sniff, 
at what IVe said. You smell nothing — ^but sus- 
picion. You may think that your position as a 
teacher gives you the right" 

"Young man, look herel" exclaimed Mr. 
Burnham sternly, rapping sharply on his desk. 
"Such language as that to a teacher would jus- 
tify me in expelling you from school — aside from 
your guilty concern in last night's doing." 

Don knew it was madness to say the thing that 
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rushed to his lips. But the final insistence of the 
superintendent in charging him with guilt drove 
him to fury. 

"Expel, thenl" he cried wildly. "It'll be of a 
piece with the rest of this business 1" 

Mr. Burnham's face whitened. "Very well, 
sir. You may go," he said slowly. "Consider 
your connection with this institution at an end — 
for the present at least I shall notify your father 
at once." 

Don's eyes blazed. He stood still and looked 
at the two men as though meditating some fur- 
ther wild speech. Then he set his teeth turned, 
and marched stiffly out of the room. 

A number of students were in the corridor 
outside. The loud voices in the office had been 
overheard. There were startled looks on the 
faces of some. Others wore grins as though rel- 
ishing the extraordinary incident. None of them 
could have understood exactly what had passed, 
but none appeared to be ignorant of Don's busi- 
ness with the superintendent. 

Don strode through the little group by the 
outer door, his head up, his face aflame. One 
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or two tried to speak to him but he brushed past 
them, too much enraged to reply. Out into the 
open air and the brilliant sunlight he went, and 
into the wondrous autumn beauty which had 
been a joy and a glory to him on his early walk 
but which now seemed a mockery to his distorted 
mental vision. His eyeballs were hot, his brain 
awhirl. 

The consciousness that he himself had be- 
haved inexcusably was buried now under his 
overwhelming sense of wrong ; and the reckless- 
ness born of a sense of the irreparable nature of 
his action and its result carried all discretion 
before it. He stamped across the lawns to the 
street and so to his rooms, let himself in, and, 
tearing his bulky notebook from his pocket as a 
thing useless and hateful now, flung it with all 
his force at his desk with a mad, inarticulate cry 
of futile wrath. 

The book struck among the loose things on 
his desk and sent them flying in all directions. 
His inkwell tilted from its setting, slipped qver 
the edge of the stand, tipped and fell, and fong 
lines of black fluid flowed down across books 



Digitized by 



Google 



Cross'Examination 49 

and papers and dripped to the floor. Among the 
papers was an elaborate drawing, which had cost 
Don hours of patient thought and labor, and the 
final draft of an essay which he had just finished 
copying the day before. Both were ruined in an 
instant by the black stream. 

Don stood for a moment, astounded at the 
havoc he had wrought, and then the full realiza- 
tion of his crazy folly surged over him and he 
threw himself upon his chair with his head in 
his hands on the ink-stained desk, and sobbed 
like a boy of ten. 

"Expelledl" he groaned. "Expelled 1 Audit's 
my fault, too. It's my fault. What will my 
father say?" 

He pressed his forehead upon the desk, re- 
gardless of the ink which besmirched his hands 
and face, regardless of everything save his misery 
and shame and the ruin of everything he cared 
most for. 

The impulse suddenly came to him lo return 
to Mr. Burnham, to apologize, to tell the whole 
truth. Then he thought of Ollie, and his love 
for his friend with his desire to shield him from 
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what he now believed would be a punishment 
of unmerited severity mingled with his own hurt 
pride to restrain him. His heart swelled with 
returning resentment and he found it hard to 
reason once more. But at last he believed he saw 
the only course left open to him. 

He rose from his chair, looked in his mirror, 
and smiled grimly at the ink-stained countenance 
reflected there and at his generally disheveled 
appearance; and then he set his lips firmly while 
his plans hardened into purpose. 

"I'll see it through," he muttered. "And we'll 
keep Ollie out of it if we can. Sooner or later, 
somebody'll have to apologize to me. The only 
thing I'm afraid of is that OUie'U do some- 
thing foolish when he hears that I'm fired." 
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HELPING THE HAND OF CHANCE 

OLIVER WENTWORTH was a very thor- 
oughly disabled boy when he was carried 
to his room by his companions in mischief after 
the accident which had nearly turned fun into 
tragedy. One bone of his right arm was broken 
just above the wrist, as the boys themselves 
quickly discovered; and when the hastily sum- 
moned physician arrived he found a dislocated 
collar bone and two broken ribs to complete tlie 
damage sustained by his youthful patient. 

Ollie returned to consciousness under the doc- 
tor's care and bore very quietly the operations 
for reducing the fractures and returning the col- 
lar bone to its proper place. When the effect of 
the partial anaesthetic passed, he had little to say 
beyond a weary question or two of Morgan and 
Chase who remained with him. When the doc- 
tor had completed his work and OUie's landlady, 
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Mrs. Claybournc, who was kindness itself, had 
arranged for his nursing, he listened, mainly in 
silence, while the other two briefly outlined the 
best policy to be pursued during the investiga- 
tion that was sure to follow. 

Foreseeing probable expulsion in case their 
identity became known, the boys determined to 
use all caution to prevent the school authorities 
from learning who had been concerned in the 
escapade. They swore the young doctor and 
Mrs. Claybournc to secrecy — ^which both prom- 
ised, barring only direct demand for their testi- 
mony. They promised each other that no con*- 
sideration would tempt them to reveal a word 
about the affair, and each undertook to enjoin 
the strictest secrecy upon the other members of 
the party who had been present at the time of 
the catastrophe. 

It was promptly decided, however, that it 
would not only be right but also highly politic 
to reimburse Professor Taylor for the loss of the 
mare; and, when a fair valuation had been de- 
cided upon, the boys made an apportionment of 
the costs to be paid, share and share alikCi into a 
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common fund to be later forwarded to the pro- 
fessor. 

Morgan alone demurred at this, but was out- 
voted and finally assented, though with the re- 
mark that he did not know where his share of the 
money would come from, a hint for a loan which 
neither Oliver nor Chase seemed ready to take. 

The council broke up at a peremptory order 
irom Ollie's self-appointed nurse whom the 
doctor had cautioned against allowing the 
patient to exhaust himself. Indeed, it was well 
that the boys left when they did, for before day- 
light Oliver's temperature was high enough to 
cause his nurse gravely to shake her head over 
him, and to resolve next morning that he should 
have no more visits from his friends for the 
present 

Ollie lay pretty quiet that first day. No one 
was about, except Mrs. Claybourne and Quiz, 
the bright-eyed little fox terrier. Ollie was very 
fond of his dog, and the keen-witted little fellow 
seemed to realize that his young master was ill. 
Oliver had named him from his race-character- 
istic habit of inquiry into all things good or evil. 
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a habit which sometimes led him into trouble, 
to be sure, but which usually only served to 
amuse himself and others. But Quiz behaved 
like a perfect gentleman now. He leaped care- 
fully onto the bed, sat down close beside his 
master, and kept wonderfully quiet for a fox 
terrier in good health. To be sure, he did bring 
his ball, which OUie had put into an old cloth 
sugar sack for convenience to eager, playful 
teeth ; but he deposited it carefully on the cover- 
let and contented himself with watching it alter- 
nately with his master's quiet, white face, and 
demanded no rough play. 

So it was that, all that day while Don and 
the others had their individual hearings before 
Superintendent Burnham, OUie lay suffering 
patiently, in ignorance of events outside his bed- 
room, painfully anxious as to the outcome of the 
scrape but too ill to demand news. It had been 
agreed that a report simply that Wentworth was 
ill should be given both the teachers and the 
students who might inquire, to explain his ab- 
sence from classes and from his usual haunts, 
and Oliver himself thought the report plenty 
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near enough to the truth. If closer inquiry 
should follow it would have to be dealt with 
when the time came. 

Toward night Bruce HoUister was allowed 
to see Ollie, but he gave the boy little real in- 
formation as to the events of the day. He dared 
say nothing whatever of Don's surprising expul- 
sion, for he feared the effect on the patient. 
Ollie, however, was satisfied with what Bruce 
did tell him of his own and Morgan's hearings 
before Mr. Burnham and of how they had man- 
aged to dodge the direct questions asked them. 
He asked after Don, a good deal surprised that 
his chum had not been to see him; but Bruce, 
though also surprised at Don's remaining away 
all day from his injured friend, made the ex- 
cuse that Wentworth had been too well protected 
by his nurse for his friends to show their sym- 
pathy as they might desire. 

Ollie rested on this, perforce, believing that 
his chum must have been among those who made 
inquiry and were turned away. He wished he 
could see Don, however. The affection between 
the two was of a vigorous sort that was based on 
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mutual recognition of fine qualities and not on 
mere boyish confidences. 

If Don, on the other hand, had known of his 
chum's condition or had imagined that OUie v? as 
absenting himself from his usual haunts for any 
other reason than choice, he would have been 
the first to storm the Claybourne citadel to reach 
the prisoner. As it was, he had yet no idea that 
Ollie had received a hurt. Don was out of his 
room but once during the day after his interview 
with Mr. Burnham, and then it was only to try 
to hear what had come of the examinations of the 
other boys. 

He was told that, so far, nobody seemed to 
have been very insistent upon summoning Ollie. 
Aside from this he learned enough to cause a 
return of his personal bitterness toward the sup- 
erintendent and Professor Taylor, for none of 
the other boys had been dealt with as severely 
as himself. He even came to the conclusion that 
the authorities, having settled upon him as a sort 
of ringleader of the crowd, were satisfied to 
make an example of his case. He was too proud 
to make inquiry as to the sort of proof which 
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had led them to this. Morgan and some others, 
less scrupulous than Don, too, had found it easy, 
apparently, to puzzle the questioners, while Hol- 
lister and Chase had played safely their game 
of evasion. The whole investigation seemed to 
be in the air beyond the single action from which 
Don himself had suffered ; and this fact did not 
tend to restore Don's good judgment. 

Bruce was much troubled over the startling 
result of Don's examination, but he listened to 
Chase's reasoning that so manifestly unjust a 
thing was bound to right itself. Don's expulsion 
was the talk of his class and his friends, of course, 
but, owing to the determined silence of the boys 
concerned in the killing of the mare, the fact 
of Ollie Wentworth's injury was known to com- 
paratively few. And not everybody, by any 
means, was sure of Don McDonald's innocence. 
So it was not remarkable that Don, who was 
paturally supposed to have been told everything, 
should remain entirely ignorant of what would 
have been to him far the most serious part of the 
affair. 

With this excellent basis for a misunderstand- 
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ing between the chums, it was wonderful how 
things seemed to conspire to bring about that un- 
desirable end. By noon of the second day after 
the accident, Don began to feel hurt that Ollie 
had not come near him, and was consequently 
not disposed to seek out his friend ; while Ollie, 
constantly expecting a visit from Don, by a not 
unexplainable course of reasoning arrived at the 
conclusion that it was a censorious disapproval 
of the whole affair that was keeping McDonald 
away from him. And, though he argued with 
himself that his chum's attitude was justifiable, 
he nevertheless first wondered, then yielded to 
resentment at it. The other boys, quick to ob- 
serve but at a loss to assign a reason for the sud- 
den estrangement, were careful not to meddle, 
and so preserved the conditions that fostered its 
growth. And grow it did with each new day. 

Action on the part of the school authorities, 
hampered as it was by lack of information, hung 
fire, and time passed in comparative quiet. It 
was understood among the boys that evidence 
was being collected. Don wrote to his father, 
telling him all about the whole affair, acknowl- 
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edging his own fault in part, but really appeal- 
ing from the harsh judgment of his teachers; 
and then, being shut off from his regular classes, 
he spent his time rewriting his essay and 
reconstructing his drawing which had been 
destroyed in his moment of mad rebellion. 

Another day passed, then another and another. 
Don began to look for a letter from his father, 
but none came till the end of the week, and then 
only a brief note informing him that business 
had called Mr. McDonald away on an extended 
trip and showing clearly that neither his own 
letter nor the communication from Superinten- 
dent Burnham had reached his father at the time 
this was written. 

On the second Saturday afternoon following 
the catastrophe Ollie was allowed to receive 
some of his friends again. His vigorous health 
had asserted itself and his serious hurts were well 
started toward healing. He was considerably 
stronger than he had been just after the first 
shock of his injuries. His arm was protected in 
sling and cast, and he was trussed up in bandages 
from neck to waist, but the doctor allowed him 
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to move about a little, cautiously. He had spent 
so much time alone with Quiz that he longed for 
other than dog company, good as that particular 
dog company was. His ingenuity was tired, too, 
of devising games to play with Quiz, which 
would be amusing both to the little dog and to 
himself; especially as Mrs. Claybourne had put 
a stop to his playing with the ball, as too rough, 
by the simple device of taking the ball out of its 
cloth bag, carrying away the former and hang- 
ing the bag on a hook high above the reach of 
Quiz or of Ollie himself in his present condition. 
Bruce Hollister, Chase, and Morgan called 
together that afternoon for consultation regard- 
ing the method of paying Professor Taylor for 
his mare. The money which each concerned in 
the mischief had pledged himself to pay toward 
the indemnity fund was to be collected by Chase, 
and it would only remain then for them to for- 
ward it to the professor, to close that portion of 
the incident. It was agreed that Chase should 
write the anonymous letter to Professor Taylor 
and remit to him the full amount as soon as 
collected. 
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"That ought to clear McDonald/' said Mor- 
gan, when the matter was so arranged. Whether 
he had forgotten for the moment that Ollie had 
not been informed of Don's expulsion, or 
whether he did not care seemed uncertain. But, 
though both Bruce and Chase looked warningly 
at him, it was too late. 

"McDonald !" exclaimed Ollie, instantly 
noting the words. "What has he to do with it?" 

"Oh, he mixed up in it to help the rest of us," 
explained Chase with feigned carelessness. 

"He did? How?" demanded Ollie. "You 
haven't told me." 

"Oh, there's not much to tell. He " Chase 

stopped. 

"Look here," cried Ollie. "What's this?" 

"Why," said Chase, "Mac was called before 
the super. Didn't you know?" 

"Of course I didn't know. How should I un- 
less you fellows told me? What did Don say?" 

"Oh, I don't know. Probably he talked much 
as the rest of us did." 

"He didn't!" said Ollie sharply. He looked 
from one to the other a moment, his keen eyes 
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reading their faces. "Say/^ he exclaimed, 
"your're keeping something away from me. 
What is this about McDonald? Don't you know 
I've been wondering all this time why in the 
name of decency he didn't come to see me? It's 
no wonder he didn't, if he's been playing scape- 
goat for me. Don't try to fool me now. Tell me 
all about it." 

"Oh, Mac will come out all right," said Mor- 
gan, with a guarded glance at OUie. "His 
f ather'U get him reinstated." 

OUie turned with a gasp. "What?" he cried. 
"Reinstated I Why, you don't mean to say — you 
don't tell me he's been " He stopped, unbe- 
lieving. 

"You've certainly made a mess of it now, Mor- 
gan," said Bruce. "Yes, you may as well know 
now, Ollie. Mac's been expelled." 

OUie lay back in his chair, white and quiet — so 
quiet that, but for his glowing eyes, the others 
would have been frightened. 

"And you didn't tell mel" he said at length. 

"No," said Bruce humbly; "we were warned 
not to excite you." 
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"Excite mel Great Caesar's ghost, manl What 
do you suppose Don McDonald thinks of me all 
this time? Excite mel Merciful measles 1 What 
do you think I am? Here Don McDonald's ex- 
pelled from Sherley High School and I haven't 
been allowed to send him wordl What will he 
think I am? Why, he— he^ " 

"Hold on, Olliel" interrupted Morgan. "He 
knows you're laid up." 

"What of that?" cried Wentworth. 

"Why, this," said Chase. "He wouldn't bother 
you with it. He " 

"But how cauld he be expelled? He wasn't 
with us." 

"Just so," said Morgan, moving a little un- 
easily in his chair. "But he wouldn't tell the 
super so and I guess he threw it into 'em a little 
for accusing him. That's why they handed it to 
him." 

"But man, man, they wouldn't expel him for 
that! There's something else." 

"No," said Hollister. "Don got hot, I guess, 
from all I can get out of him ; and he said things 
that gave them cause, I suppose, believing him 
guilty of complicity in this fracas as well.'* 
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^^But,'* urged Ollie, "he isn't guilty/^ He 
turned on Morgan and Chase. "Are you fellows 
going to stand for this?" 

"No," returned Chase. "Of course not; but 
the time hasn't come yet to — ^to " 

"Time for what?" demanded Ollie. "Say, 
what's the matter with you fellows? Bruce, why 
didn't you tell me this? Look here, if you fellows 
don't square Don McDonald with Mr. Bumham 
Monday morning, I'm hanged if I don't squeal 
on the whole crowd myself. And what's more I 
can't get well quick enough to have some kind 
of an explanation of this thing from somebody. 
Do you fellows think I'd let McDonald be ex- 
pelled to save my skin? Do you think I'm going 
to let him think I would? It's no wonder he 
don't come to see me. Do you know what you've 
done? You've come so near ruining the best 
friendship — oh, say, you crazy loons, do you 
think I care a picayune what Burnham may do 
to us who are guilty, compared with what I care 
for Don McDonald?" 

"Wait, Ollie," said Hollister sharply. "Don't 
blame us too much." 

"I don't blame your cried Wentworth, 
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angrily. "You're out of it But I do blame any 
cowardly puppy that would let an innocent man 
suffer punishment that fairly and rightly belongs 
to himself. Chase, I didn't think it of you. And 
I tell you it's got to be squared. Don McDonald 
don't leave Sherley on any such count as this I 
Leave? Well, I guess not! I'll break every bone 
in my body — and everybody else's head first I" 

Ollie was sitting bolt upright now, his face 
pale with anger and with the pain of his injuries. 
His forehead was lined with the suffering his 
excited movements had caused him. His cheeks 
grew gradually paler, as he finished his tirade ; 
and then, suddenly, his lips lost their color and 
he dropped back with a moan. 

"There 1 I told youl" gasped Hollister start- 
ing up. "Quickl Get some waterl He'll faintl" 

"No, I won't," said Ollie, reviving somewhat 
"I've got something else to do. Look here, you, 
Morgan, I'm going to write a note to Mac and 
you're going to take it to him. I'm going to see 
this thing squared right now, to-night. There 
isn't going to be any scapegoat, I can tell you 
that If anybody suffers, it's going to be the gang 
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that did the thing. If we can clear Don without 
peaching on the rest, all right. But, if we can't, 
weVe going to clear him anyhow. Get that? 
Give me that pad of paper on my desk, Bruce." 

Bruce obeyed. He handed pencil and paper to 
Ollie, both forgetting for the moment Went- 
worth's inability to write in his crippled condi- 
tion. Then both recognized the fact. 

"I'll write," said Bruce. 

"All right," said Ollie. "I'll dictate." He 
caught his breath for an instant with pain, and 
then, his eyes losing part of their angry light, 
he hesitated. When he spoke his voice was a 
little uncertain. 

"Don, old man," he dictated, "I didn't know. 
Come and see me." 

Hollister wrote the words. 

"Wait," said Ollie suddenly. ''Does McDon- 
ald know I was knocked out?" 

The others looked up in surprise, 

"Why, of course," said Morgan. 

"Why, I suppose — I'm sure ^" Bruce was 

less certain. Suddenly he seemed to catch a glim- 
mering of the true state of affairs. "Why, I don't 
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know," he added, dropping back in his chair 
and letting the paper fall to his knee. "I sup- 
posed he did, certainly ; but I — I don't know." 

"Well, of all the fool tricks I ever sawl" cried 
Ollie bitterly. "If there had been a deliberate 
conspiracy on foot to rob me of the best friend 
IVe got, it couldn't have been better planned. 
Here, add a word there. Fm not taking any 
chances now." 

Hollister wrote again. 

"I'm laid up," dictated Wentworth briefly. 
"I'd have seen you before now but for that." 
He stopped again, biting his pale lips. 

"That's enough, Ollie," said Bruce, rising. 
"I'll sign it for you and Morgan will take it. You 
better lie down now. I'm awfully sorry about 
this. But it's nobody's fault ; we simply meant to 
keep you from such excitement as this." 

Ollie pushed him aside impatiently. "Don't 
you fail to get that note to Don to-night," he said 
to Morgan. "And now you'd better all go, for 
I'm about done up. But remember what I said 
if you don't clear this thing for McDonald Mon- 
day. It goesl" 
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As the boys passed down the stairs together, 
Ollie Wentworth sank back on his pillows and 
slipped slowly away into dim unconsciousness 
from sheer exhaustion after the strain of his 
excitement. 

Hollister and Chase turned toward town, 
when they left Ollie's room. Morgan, however, 
took a short cut through the block for Don's 
rooms. It was growing dark and the incandes- 
cent street lights were just being turned on, 
somewhat relieving the dusk as Morgan came 
out before McDonald's rooming place. 

Donald's ground-floor room opened off a side 
porch in the house of his landlady. Morgan car- 
ried Ollie's dictated note in an envelope Hollis- 
ter had thrust it into at the last moment. He held 
it in his hand as he knocked at Don's door some- 
what anxiously. He had no relish for the pros- 
pect of another scene such as he had just passed 
through, and he was certain that Don would be 
quite as furious as Ollie had been when he should 
learn the state of affairs. 

But no one answered his knock. Morgan 
peered round at the side windows. They were 
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dark. He knocked again. Still no response. 
Then he breathed a sudden breath of relief ; he 
could deliver the note without meeting Mc- 
Donald. 

He dropped on his knees and began pushing 
the note through the crack under the door. It 
did not go easily; it seemed to meet some ob- 
stacle on the floor within. But he persisted and 
finally succeeded in getting the note well over 
the sill, leaving only its white edge showing 
from without. Not quite satisfied, he drew out 
his pocketknife and with the blade pushed the 
envelope in out of sight. Then he rose to his 
feet and went away. 

An hour later Don returned from an evening 
at a local moving-picture place, where he had 
gone in sheer desperation to find relief from 
anxiety. He was in anything but a happy 
mood. His heart was sore and bitter over the 
situation in which he found himself; but his 
greatest unhappiness lay not in the fact of his 
expulsion from Sherley High School and the 
disgrace of it, but in the estrangement from his 
friend. 
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He could not understand it, but he thought of 
it constantly and was miserable to the bottom of 
his loyal heart 

As the young fellow entered his room he 
tripped slightly on the edge of his threshold rug. 
The rug rolled up and he paused in the dark- 
ness to kick it back into place. Then he lighted 
his gas, straightened the rug more carefully and 
turned away once more, quite unconscious that 
he had thoroughly covered with the rough Brus- 
sels the last protruding corner of the note which 
Hollister had written at Ollie's dictation and 
which Morgan had carefully pushed under the 
door and rug together. 

Two days later, the maid, in sweeping the 
room, found the note and carelessly dropped it 
into one of Don's books which lay on the desk, 
apparently in frequent use, and promptly forgot 
all about it 
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CHAPTER V 

A BAG OF GOLD 

THE collection of the money that was to oe 
paid to Professor Taylor for the loss of his 
mare had progressed rather slowly during the 
two weeks since the boys had decided upon resti- 
tution. None of the boys had a superabundance 
of money, and the demand upon less than a dozen 
of them for a round one hundred and fifty dol- 
lars created a decided stringency in the currency 
in their immediate neighborhood. Several of the 
boys had to borrow various amounts from 
friends, some had to get out and work for part 
of their shares. The boys who were away from 
home had really the easier time of it, for most 
of them had allowances which could be strained 
a little to yield the extra supply. That Morgan 
should be among the delinquents surprised Chase 
not at all, for he had known something of that 
young man's lax financial methods. 
When asked for the sum he had pledged, 
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Morgan had responded with an easy promise to 
pay within a day or two, saying that he expected 
a check from home. When Chase reminded him 
of the matter several days later, Ferris appeared 
first embarrassed, then irritated, and made an 
incoherent excuse for further delay. Chase con- 
sulted OUie, who, also familiar with Morgan's 
chronic state of insolvency, offered to make up 
the amount himself, and to collect from Morgan 
later. Oliver's father, if severe in some ways, 
was not close with money. 

Ollie was far more concerned that the money 
should be promptly paid now, as a preliminary 
on which all had decided to the clearing of Don'i 
name. All the rest were anxious, too, that the 
whole matter should be settled up as soon as pos- 
sible, both in justice to Professor Taylor and in 
order that the principal count against them 
might be at least partially erased before the long 
delayed action of the authorities should come. 
OUie's offer to pay for Morgan was therefore 
accepted, and Morgan seemed much relieved 
thereby. 

But when, the evening following Ollie's 
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promise to advance this money, Morgan came 
to Ollie's room and asked for « still greater 
loan, Wentworth himself thought this was tax- 
ing friendship rather far. 

"I wouldn't ask you, Ollie,'' said Morgan, who 
seemed to have some realization of the light in 
which he appeared, "if I were able to swing my 
expenses without it. Everything's coming on me 
at once and I've got a bad debt downtown that's 
got to be paid." 

"I haven't any more money to spare myself, 
now," returned Ollie. 

"Ollie, I've got to have it!" exclaimed Mor- 
gan, with great anxiety showing in his troubled 
eyes. "If I don't get it some way, I'll be — — " 
He stopped, as if deciding that he had reached 
the limit of safe revelation. 

Ollie did not want any more explicit confi- 
dence. He knew enough of Morgan's habits to 
suspect that the drain upon his plentiful allow- 
ance was due to something even less legitimate 
than the usual extravagances which sometimes 
embarrassed his own exchequer. 

"I haven't got it, Morgie," he said. "If I had, 
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I don't kno5v that I ought to lend it to you." 
Morgan was crestfallen and seemed much 
worried. He tried to cover it partially, however, 
by playing with Quiz. The little dog was pining 
for activity. He came to Morgan's feet and stood 
with his head cocked on one side, eyes shining 
like stars and feet that danced with eagerness 
for this friend to consent to play. When Morgan 
rolled his handkerchief into a ball and sent it 
flying across the floor, there was an instant 
scramble of nimble feet and Quiz seemed to be 
all over the room at ori'ce. 

The boys laughed and Morgan seemed to for- 
get his worry as he experimented again and 
again in trying to trick the terrier. But Quiz 
wouldn't be tricked by false motions or by pre- 
tense of hiding the handkerchief under Ollie's 
pillow, and finally Morgan fairly tired himself, 
if not the dog, with the sport. 

"Let him out for a run, will you, Morgie?" 
said Ollie, as the former started at last to go. 
Mrs. Claybourne always lets him in again down- 
stairs when he barks. You can leave my door 
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open here, too, so that he can get in here, without 
help." 

Morgan opened the door and called to Quiz. 
But as the dog went scampering down the stairs, 
there was a call from below: 

"Hello 1 Can I come up?" 

It was Chase's voice, and Ollie and Morgan 
answered together. Chase paused to let Quiz 
out into the air he was so obviously anxious to 
reach: Then he came up the stairs. Morgan, in- 
stead of going, sat down again as the other came 
into the room. 

"I've got all the money except yours — and 
Morgan's," reported Chase, with some reluc- 
tance to speak of the latter's delinquency in his 
presence. 

"Don't mind me," grinned Ferris, with sudden 
cheerfulness. "Ollie's going to be banker for me, 
for a few minutes." 

"HoUister suggested that as we can't very well 
send a check to Professor Taylor, it would be a 
good scheme to send the stuff in gold," Chase 
explained to Ollie, bringing out a little handful 
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of yellow coins to exhibit. "They look nice and 
clean, anyhow," he added. 

"Sort of Christmassy," said Ollie, approving 
of the idea. There seemed to be something 
specially suitable about the scheme. 

"I feel like Hans Andersen's 'Little Claus' 
with his bushel o' money," Chase said, jingling 
the coin merrily. "I can get your bills changed 
into gold, too, tomorrow," he added, as Ollie 
handed him the sum which made up Morgan's 
share and his own. "I don't know what to put 
the stuff in now I've got it, though. I ought 
to have a bag — for gold." 

He glanced around the room. 

"I can't give you a regular money bag," said 
Oliver. "But how would a sugar bag do? There's 
poor Quiz's late pet possession. Mrs. Clay- 
bourne took it away from us and I'll make her 
give me another." 

Chase got up and stood upon his chair. He 
laughed as he took the cloth bag in his hand. 
"All right," he said. "We'll send the professor 
a bag of gold, and for all he'll know it'll come 
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from the fairies. It ought to mollify him. I'll 
^bet a lead cent we're paying twice as much as 
Maud S. was ever worth anyhow." 

Chase began to transfer the gold from his 
pocket to the sack. He added Ollie's bills to it. 
"This'U do fine," he said, glancing up at Mor- 
gan, who was watching with eager interest. Then 
he slipped the gold into his overcoat pocket on 
the farther side from Morgan and kept his hand 
upon it. 

The two took their leave of Ollie presently. 
Outside Morgan made an excuse to get away 
toward the town and Chase hurried on home, 
rather relieved than otherwise to be rid of the 
other. He wished to complete the task assigned 
to him without delay, for he did not relish it. 

He let himself into his home with a latchkey 
and left the porch door open while he struck a 
light. The door opened directly into his father's 
library, and, as the room seemed close, he al- 
lowed the door to stand open for a time. He took 
off his hat and overcoat and dropped them on the 
couch, and then, as all the rest of the members 
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of the family were elsewhere in the house, he 
sat down at once with pen and paper at his 
father's desk to compose his letter. 

It was a harder task than he had anticipated, 
for Chase had no love for writing and phrases 
did not come readily. Indeed his own honest 
nature rather rebelled at this particular task in 
the actual doing; but he deemed it an unpleas- 
ant necessity and so bent all his energies to its 
accomplishment. 

He had written several drafts of the letter and 
had about satisfied himself with a final produc- 
tion when he heard rapid footsteps on the walk 
outside, and, a moment later, some one mounted 
the steps and knocked at the open door. 

"Why, hello, Don," said Chase, rising as he 
recognized McDonald in the light of the porch. 
"Glad to see you. Come in." He held out his 
hand to his visitor cordially. 

McDonald rarely visited him, though there 
was a mutual liking between the two, and Chase 
was somewhat surprised. 

"Thanks," said Don. "I'm in a blue funk. I 
saw your light and thought I'd come over and 
spoil half an hour for you, if I can." 
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"You can not," returned Chase, smiling. "But 
you may. I'm not doing anything but trying to 
write a fool letter that's the hardest I ever tried 
to compose and I'm starving to death at it. How 
would a little spread go? If my nose has not 
been deceiving me this has been bake day in 
this house, and maybe I can scare up something 
that mother hasn't got nailed down." 

Don laughed. It was the first time he had 
laughed with real amusement in days. "It 
wouldn't go bad," he admitted. "To tell the 
truth I've been too confoundedly down in the 
mouth today to eat ordinary provender and I'm 
hungry too, I guess." 

"Great!" exclaimed Chase, who delighted in 
hospitality. "I'll see what I can do." 

He went out of the library, as soon as he had 
seen Don into a comfortable chair by the table 
with a magazine for company, and Don heard 
the door of some other room beyond close after 
him. 

The visitor looked over the magazine for a 
moment or two, then leaned back in his chair and 
closed his eyes wearily. It had been a hard day 
with him and he had not slept well the night 
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before. What he had told Chase of the sight of 
his- light suggesting a call was only partially true. 
He had seen Ollie's little dog, Quiz, running in 
the street, and the glimpse of the terrier had so 
strongly suggested his chum that he had come 
out to make this call in the very hope of eetting 
news of Oliver — news which he had despaired of 
obtaining from Bruce HoUister without a direct 
question which he was still too proud to piit. 
Chase, however, had not alluded to Wentworth, 
and to that fact, rather than to any hunger he 
felt, had been due his willingness to stay and 
partake of the spread. 

He sat back in his tilted chair, relaxing for a 
bit. He felt that drowsiness was not very far 
from him, but he had no idea of going to sleep. 
Nevertheless he did. Just how long he was un- 
conscious he never knew, but he found himself 
waking up suddenly with a start. 

He was aware that there had been a sound in 
the room. He thought little of it, however, for 
an instant, believing that Chase had returned. 
But, as he rubbed his eyes and looked about him, 
he suddenly realized that he was still quite alonCi 
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Then, somewhat startled at, the vividness of his 
impression that a near-by sound had wakened 
him, he got up and looked about. 

The door into the porch was still open ahd 
the night wind was blowing in gustily. It rustled 
the papers on the library table. Don began to 
be sure that he had heard this rustling through 
his slumbers. But he was also quite sure that 
there had been a jar or noise of something 
falling. 

He walked over to the door and looked out. 
The night was dark and quiet. The street was 
too dim for him to see anything clearly. He 
turned back and looked about again, beginning 
to feel that he had imagined a presence beside 
his own in the room. And then he discovered 
on the floor beside his chair the magazine he had 
been reading. 

Reassurance came easily. He picked up his 
magazine and feigned to be reading, as he heard 
Chase returning; and presently his young host 
appeared with a small tray laden with freshly 
baked, appetizing things, and a steaming pot of 
fchocolatg/ 
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"It's a pity," said Chase, "that HoUister and 
Wentworth and some of the other fellows aren't 
here. We haven't had a pow-wow in a crow's 
age." 

The remark was a hazard on his part, for he 
guessed at Don's secret wish to hear of his chum. 
He glanced covertly at his companion, to note 
the effect of his words, but Don showed no sign. 

"Yes," he replied quietly. "I haven't seen 
much of the fellows lately." 

Chase determined on another attempt. "Ollie 
seems to be getting on famously," he said. "He's 
planning for the holidays and seems jollier than 
ever." 

Don reached across the tray and picked up a 
sugared cookie. "I suppose you'll spend Christ- 
mas at home here with your people?" he asked, 
and Chase wondered if he had been mistaken 
in his idea that Don wished to talk of Ollie. He 
could not know how his few words about Went- 
worth would be interpreted by a chum who 
knew nothing of Ollie's injury. 

After that, the little social lunch seemed to be 
very much of a failure, try as he would, and 
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when Don rose to go at last Chase was not really 
sorryi For some time after his guest was gone 
he sat wondering about the whole affair. 

It was late when he picked up his pen again 
and once more attempted to write the note which 
was to accompany the money to Professor Tay- 
lor. None of his former drafts now pleased him 
and he wrote two more before he was satisfied. 
Finally he laid aside his pen with the conviction 
that he could do no better, and folded his last 
sheet with care, sighing with weariness as he 
did so. 

"It's all foolishness to waste so much time on 
it, anyhow," he muttered. "As Ollie said, any- 
thing is good enough. This has got to do." 

He glanced across at his overcoat which still 
lay on the couch where he had dropped it when 
he first came in. Something about its tumbled 
position made him look a second time. And then 
suddenly he started, sat erect in his chair, and 
stared. 

Jumping to his feet he crossed to the divan 
with an exclamation of astonishment. Next mo- 
ment he had seized his coat and was thrusting 
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his hand into first one pocket and then another. 
Almost immediately he dropped the coat with a 
gasp and, stooping and finally kneeling upon the 
rug, he began searching the floor with his eyes, 
and groping about with trembling hands. Then, 
once more upon his feet, he picked up the coat 
and searched its pockets again with rapid fin- 
gers, while his face paled slowly and his heart 
seemed to stop its beating. The bag of money 
was gone I 
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CHAPTER VI 

A MEETING IN THE DARK 

ON Mcdonald walked home to his 
rooms that night thoroughly dissatisfied 
with himself. He could not understand why it 
was that, when he had had an opportunity to get 
news of his chum, he had forestalled Chase in the 
very utterance of the things he wanted to hear. 
It had been the oicture of OUie, contented and 
happy and ambitious and "jollier than ever," 
which Chase had given in his half-unconscious 
phrase, that had made Don feel more entirely 
forgotten and neglected than ever of course ; but 
he himself hardly understood that. 

It was getting colder and sharper. As Don 
turned into the street upon which he lived, he 
thought half absently that this sort of weather 
was making skating fast. It was one of the prin- 
cipal winter amusements of Sherley, was skat- 
ing. The river furnished abundant opportunity 
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for enjoyment of the sport in all its delightful 
forms, from fancy and long distance stunts to 
hockey and allied games. Don, himself, was 
specially fond of the ice and the games upon it 
and, being one of the best skaters in the town, 
he was specially eager for the earliest oppor- 
tunity to enjoy it. 

He was thinking about this, when he came to 
the house in which were his rooms. He turned 
in from the street and had taken a step or two 
toward the door, when he suddenly became 
aware that someone else besides himself was 
moving somewhere in the yard. It had been a 
moonlight night, but the silver quarter crescent 
had sunk below the horizon now and the dark- 
ness was deep. Several evergreen trees stood in 
the dooryard and their shadows were so deep 
that the eye could not quite penetrate them. Don 
was sure that he heard someone moving over 
the frozen turf and brushing against the boughs 
of the trees. 

The sound stopped when he stood still. It com- 
menced again when he moved. So stealthy was 
it that he did not at once think of calling out to 
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learn who might be there, for his first idea was 
that the other must be an intruder who had no 
right there and who would certainly not reply. 
After a moment, however, he found his voice. 

"Whoever you are, I know you are there. 
You'd better come out from those trees." 

There was no answer. The noise of movement 
had ceased entirely with the sound of Don's 
voice. It was rather spooky. Somewhere in 
among those branches, where the darkness was 
so deep that he could imagine any sort of figure 
or shape, Don knew someone was standing and 
watching him, for he himself must be at least 
visible to the other, for he had no cover. But 
who or what that mysterious personage might be 
he could not imagine, or what motive induced 
him to prowl in this strange fashion. 

"If this is a joke," said Don presently, "it's 
a poor one. If it's anything else, you might as 
well go away, for I'm onto you now, and shall 
hardly " 

At that instant, he heard a queer sound. He 
could not make out what it was. He did not 
even know what it sounded like, except that it 



Digitized by 



Google 



88 Touchdown — and After 

was a muffled squeak. It suggested something 
smothered and trying to make a choked protest 
The boy stood silent, listening for a repetition 
of it Suddenly he heard a footfall on the ground 
again. The other person, whoever he was, was 
making for the front gate. 

Don turned and watched for the appearance 
of the figure in a better light Suddenly he 
caught sight of a moving shadow, the outlines 
of which were not at all clear but which gave 
him a clue that he had been looking for. The 
figure was not large ; it did not seem to be that 
of a man — or at least of a big man. And Don 
lost uncertainty on the instant 

"Say, what do you want here?" he cried, be- 
ginning to walk forward toward the gate for 
which the other was apparently making. 

Still no answer. In silence the other slid over 
the ground, faster now and more eager, as if 
running away. Don made a jump forward 
toward the mysterious figure. 

"Hold on! You'll just wait and explain nowl" 
he cried. 

[The other figure was close to his now, but it 
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was against the black background of the trees 
and he could not make out anything about it^ 
except that it seemed to be a form of about his 
own size and that it carried some sort of burden. 
And then, before he could think that the other 
meditated such a thing, there was a rush of 
swift feet, a headlong leap, and the dark figure 
was between him and the gate. 

At the same instant, from somewhere near at 
hand there sounded the sharp bark of a dog. 
Just one quick, brief yelp, the kind a startled 
dog gives, in the instant of surprise. Don thought 
of Quiz. It sounded like him. And immediately 
the conclusion that the figure on the path could 
be no other than Ollie Wentworth's came, con- 
vincingly to him. 

"Ollie 1" he cried. 

The other stopped where he stood and seemed 
to turn around. 

"Ollie," said Don, "Is it you? What are you 
sneaking away for?" 

Still no answer came. Don walked slowly for- 
ward. It was past his understanding, certainly, 
why his chum, whom he had not seen now for 
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many days and who, to all appearances, was 
totally estranged from him, should choose such 
a method of approaching his rooming place — 
and going away again like a thief. 

The boy stood still again. There were few 
things in the world he would not have done to 
bring about an explanation of Oliver Went- 
worths' strange actions during the time of his 
chum's trouble. But one of them was that he 
would not force that explanation. 

There was a whine from the dog, now, an 
eager, friendly little yapping sound; and in- 
stantly Don knew that the other had the dog in 
his arms and was holding him against the dog's 
own desire to be down and running to Don him- 
self. 

"Quiz still cares a little for me, Ollie, even if 
you don't," said Don. "Let him come." 

But the other made no move. About eight or 
ten feet from where Don had paused on the path, 
the dark figure stood silent and waiting — for 
what Don could not fancy. 

"What do you expect me to say?" asked Don. 

Suddenly the other turned away and walked 
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with a quick, determined step toward the gate. 
Something in the movement seemed to Don less 
familiar than Ollie's would have been. With a 
strange feeling of having been curiously de- 
ceived, he himself took a swift step forward. 

"Wait!" he called. "Who are you?" 

The other did not pause an instant With a 
leap he broke into a run. 

Don, taken by surprise, mystified as to what 
all this could signify, startled and a little 
ashamed that he had been fooled into betraying 
some of his feelings, at least, to some stranger, 
was unprepared to act till the other had gained 
a half dozen steps. Then, however, he made a 
rush after the other flying figure. If it was not 
Ollie, then it was somebody who had no business 
to have Quiz 1 That was the one thought in his 
mind. 

But he had no sooner started than the gate 
he had just entered a moment before slammed 
behind the other, and he had to check his pace, 
so as not to run against the barrier in the dark- 
ness. As he did so, there was a sudden swerve 
on the part of the runner ahead, a pause, and 
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then something heavy and hard and stunning 
struck Don on the side of the forehead with 
such force that he staggered and clutched at the 
gatepost and nearly fell before he could get hold 
of himself. And when he managed to save him- 
self from going down, he turned so dizzy and 
sick 4ox an instant that he could only hang onto 
the gate and wait till the giddiness should pass. 

And, outside in the road, he heard the dimin- 
ishing rush of fleeing footsteps on the hard 
ground, and the dwindling sound of the captive 
dog's whining cry. 

By the time Don's head was clear again, the 
prowler, whoever he had been, was far beyond 
pursuit. Don felt a great, swelling bruise just 
above the edge of his hair and not far from the 
temple itself. And he knew that it had been a 
good-sized stone that had dealt the blow. 

It was his immediate instinct, however, to go 
into the house instead of into the road, and to 
learn what, if anything, might there explain the 
presence of this mysterious visitor. Hastening in 
and striking a light, he looked about his rooms. 
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Nothing was out of place or disturbed in any 
way so far as he could judge in a hasty survey. 
The window near his desk was open a little, as 
he usually left it, for housebreakers were rarely 
if ever heard of at Sherley. But his door had 
been locked as usual, his papers and books were 
on his desk, just as he had left them. He had 
no special valuables that would have tempted 
anybody. And it was practically unthinkable 
that any boy or boys in school would have un- 
dertaken to play a trick on him at this particular 
time. School pranks were just now in no high 
favor with anybody, even the wildest of the boys. 

But one thing there was which presently at- 
tracted the boy's interest, though it had nothing 
whatever to do with the appearance of the mys- 
terious caller in the yard outside. That was a 
letter which stood propped up on his mantel, 
where his landlady always put his mail. It had 
evidently come in the evening mail, and it 
needed no second glance to tell Don that it was 
from his father. 

Excited and somewhat hurt as he was he 
could not wait to open the letter. He seized it 
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and tore off the end of the envelope. And this is 

what he read on the enclosed sheet: 
My Dear Son, 

Your letter just reached me. Of course 
you know how sorry I am — both for you 
and because of the incident that has caused 
your trouble. 

But from this distance, it seems to me 
that Mr. Burnham's position, given the 
proof which he says he has, is at least easily 
understood. You yourself admit that you 
were largely at fault in the unhappy termi- 
nation of your interview. So, though I sym- 
pathize with you, I think the best advice I 
can give you is that you act according to 
your own best judgment. I have little doubt 
that reinstatement will follow right action 
on your part. You know what that will be 
without any dictation from me. I want you 
to act on your own judgment I shall be 
disappointed if I do not hear on returning 
home a week hence that the whole matter 
is settled and that you are back at your 
studies. In any event, write me about your 
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progress and, if your difRculties continue, 
I will see what can be done to help you. 
Aff'ly your father, 

John McDonald. 

Don was not in the least surprised at this posi- 
tion of his father. It was like him to want his 
boy to do his own thinking. And Don, who had 
done a good deal of thinking during the past few 
days, knew that what his father said was doubt- 
less quite true. 

But just now he was in no mood to think more 
about his position in relation to the school 
authorities. The mystery concerning the en- 
counter in the dooryard and the carrying off of 
Quiz — for he could only conclude that the dog 
was being carried oflf — occupied him to die ex- 
clusion of more remote, if weightier, things. 

Don dropped his father's letter on his desk 
and went again over the things in his room in 
an effort to discover something that would give 
a clue to the purpose of the night's visitor. He 
could not guess what the fellow could want, un- 
less he had gotten inside the rooms; nor could 
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he find a trace of his presence here. He did find 
some of the short white hairs from Quiz's coat 
on the sofa pillows upon his divan ; but he knew 
that they might have been there for days, for 
the maid who cared for his rooms was not al- 
ways exquisitely careful in her cleaning. But 
that was all. And an hour after he had come in 
he was as far from a solution of his mystery as 
he was in the first minute. He was even in- 
clined to review his first impression that the 
figure out there in the dark had been Ollie Went- 
worth. But it was inconceivable that Ollie 
would throw a stone at him with such evidently 
sincere purpose of inflicting an injury. 

Don went to bed with a puzzled and aching 
head. He slept, however, and pretty well, too. 
And morning found him feeling better, if not 
less mystified. And when he found that the hard 
freeze of the night had lasted through, one of 
the first things he thought of, on facing another 
day of waiting, was that he might at least have 
some skating — a long spin far up the river that 
afternoon, to while away the time and to put 
new life into him. He could not yet quite bring 
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himself to humbling himself before Mr. Burn- 
ham; but it was not so much because he was 
proud as it was because he feared that he would 
thus only involve himself in further difficulties 
to preserve the secret of his friends. He deter- 
mined to wait a little longer and see what might 
develop. So after he had written his father and 
attended to some routine matters he went skat- 
ing, carrying his problems and his mystery and 
his troubles with him. 

The ice on the river was smooth and fine that 
afternoon, and Don skated far up among the 
bayous which branched off from the channel for 
miles above the town. He had no desire for 
company, and, as other skaters appeared also to 
be abroad, he avoided them by keeping to the 
less well-known lagoons which extended back 
into the woods. One party of schoolboys passed 
him at a little distance. They did not seem to 
see him but he recognized Ferris Morgan and 
one or two others. He wondered if he might 
chance to meet Ollie and what he should say or 
do if he did. He had not been greatly surprised 
at not meeting his chum in town. He believed 
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now that Wentworth must be deliberately avoid- 
ing him and that and his own change of habits 
was sufficient explanation. But, sooner or later, 
he and Ollie must come again into contact. What 
should be his attitude then? Should he forgive 
and let Ollie have a chance to explain? Or 
should he take the evidence he already had as 
final, and assume that Wentworth did not want 
his friendship? 

Circling about through the woods, careless of 
where he went or how he spent his time, so long 
as he was alone and could manage to put in his 
time without returning to his rooms, Don lost 
track of the hours until the sun had dropped 
well downward toward the horizon and the twi- 
light of an early December evening began to be 
noticeable in the woods. Then he turned toward 
the main channel of the river again and skated 
slowly home. 

The river seemed quite deserted when he 
rounded the point which concealed the entrance 
to the series of bayous which he had been thread- 
ing. The broad sheet of ice gleamed in the red 
rays of the sinking sun. The woods on the west- 
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em shore were dark with their own shade while 
the ice near the bank was deep black under the 
cast shadow. On the shore still touched by the 
light everything was clearly discernible and Don 
watched its changing features, though he kept 
nearer the western shore as the wind was blow- 
ing fresh from that direction and impeded mid- 
stream progress. 

As he neared the first bend in the stream, his 
quick eye caught a movement among the trees on 
the eastern shore, at a point where an old wood- 
man's deserted camp was situated ; and, thinking 
some of the other skaters had paused there, he 
hugged his own shore the closer to avoid being 
observed. He kept watch of the opposite bank, 
however, and presently he saw a young fellow 
run down the slight slope, seat himself on a 
stump to clamp on his skates, and then break 
away out over the shining ice with long, smooth, 
swift strokes which indicated that he was quite 
alone and expecting no company. It was Ferris 
Morgan and Don recognized him in the first 
dozen strokes. 

"I wonder where he left his crowd?" thought 
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Don. *^It's mighty queer he should be ashore 
alone at the old camp. The others must be a 
long way ahead, too, for it's a full mile to the 
next bend and they^re certainly not on the stream 
between here and there." 

He quickened his stroke and sped along under 
shadow of the trees, keeping sufficient distance 
between himself and Morgan to prevent the other 
seeing him. He had no motive beyond curiosity 
as to Morgan's movements and he was not 
clearly conscious of that as he timed his stroke 
to the other lonely skater's gliding motion. They 
skated rapidly for some distance, rounding curve 
after curve of the crooked river till at last they 
neared the town, when, sighting sonje skaters on 
the broader reach opposite the outlying houses, 
Morgan suddenly veered from the course he had 
been pursuing and made for the shadow-cov- 
ered bank. 

It happened that, just below this point, a small 
stream joined the river, a stream which, because 
of its swift flowing from a higher level, was 
rarely frozen over, even in the coldest weather. 
Its point of confluence with the larger stream 
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was clearly marked on the ice in the river itself 
which showed a semicircle of deeper blackness 
than the rest of the ice, with a white, frost-flecked 
edge where the ripples foamed in rebellion at 
being forced down into their cold prison, and so 
constantly wore the edge to a dangerous thinness 
which extended some feet out into the firmer 
covering of the quieter stream. 

Don knew the place well. He had just been 
thinking of it and of how he should pass it with- 
out leaving the shadow line, when Morgan's 
sudden change of direction took him unawares. 
Instantly he stopped in his swinging roll and 
dropped closer inshore, his first thought being 
of self-concealment. Then came a quick won- 
der as to why Morgan wished to avoid the skat- 
ers below, as this seemed to be his only reason for 
seeking the western bank at that point. Then 
both these thoughts were lost in a sudden anxiety 
for Morgan himself who was now skating rap- 
idly down the strip of shadow toward the thin 
ice, as though in utter ignorance of the danger. 

Don started forward with an impulse to shout 
a warning; then a sudden swerve of Morgan's 
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flying feet toward the main channel relieved him 
and he dropped back behind a clump of bushes 
to allow the other to put a greater distance be- 
tween them. He did not see, as he slowed his 
own pace, that Morgan's quick turn had been 
a momentary twist to avoid some obstacle in his 
path, and that he had immediately afterward 
run in close to the bank again while he watched 
the boys on the river intently. But, a moment 
later over the surface of the river, quiet now 
under the last of the sunset light, there resounded 
a sudden grinding, crunching crack. There was 
a cry — a shriek of sudden fright and shock, the 
splash of water! And, without seeing beyond the 
top of the bushes behind which he had paused, 
Don knew as well as if he had witnessed it just 
what had happened. Morgan was in that deadly 
hole, where the strong current sucked away from 
the shore and under the hard, cold, steel-like^ 
sheathing that covered the whole surface of the 
greater stream 1 Morgan was in the icy river 1 
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CHAPTER VII 

HIS ENEMY'S KEEPER 

THE second cry of distress which Morgan 
sent up had in it much more of fear than the 
first which had been almost as much an exclama- 
tion of surprise as of apprehension. As Donald 
sprang forward again, however, throwing away 
all further thought of concealment, the boy in 
the water gave an agonized shriek which told 
him clearly enough that Morgan, who was none 
too brave at any time, would quickly lose his 
head in this predicament. 

The white flakes flew from Don's sharp run- 
ners as he darted forward. He did call now, 
shouting with all his might in the effort to give 
the struggling boy a hope which should calm 
the wild efforts he was making to get upon the 
ice again. Don could see now the broad open 
hole in the ice, in which the dark water welled 
up and bubbled, and the black spot, scarcely 
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distinguishable except for its movements, which 
he knew to be Morgan^s head. 

The boys across the stream, heard the shouting 
and turned uncertainly, evidently quite unable 
to see, at the distance, what was the matter. 
Morgan was well within the line of shadow from 
the trees, and, looking against the last rays of 
the sun as they were, they could distinguish noth- 
ing plainly below the bank level. Don knew that 
help from them would be dangerously slow even 
if it came in time at all. Morgan was beating 
the thin ice surrounding him, in the vain and ex- 
hausting effort to find firm hold, and every 
second breath he expended in a call or a moan. 

The hole about him was constantly growing 
larger, but the thin ice would not support him. 
Don knew from past experience how the biting 
cold of the water must be freezing his limbs and 
body and how great was his danger. The swift 
current of the tributary stream created a tugging 
suction at the point where it drew under the 
white, cruel teeth of the yawning mouth of ice, 
and Don knew the grip of this current would 
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be like the whirl of an eddy, twisting the legs 
of the struggling victim to helplessness while the 
tired arms tried to hold to the ice for support. 

Don McDonald was a boy of action. He was 
not very often at a loss in a crisis. He showed 
his habit of mind as he sped toward the black 
hole in which Morgan struggled. At the river 
side, almost on the bank, ran a rail fence, and the 
skater's eyes fastened upon it in the first glance 
in quest of material he could use in rescue. It 
was the task of a moment to Don's strong young 
arms to wrench two rails free and slide them out 
upon the ice and then push them together out 
toward Morgan, whose face, now turned toward 
him in response to his shouts, showed pale and 
pinched with the torture of his own useless ef- 
forts and his quickly failing strength. 

Don wasted no more breath, but, dropping on 
his hands and knees, he crawled out along his 
board supports, pushing first one and then the 
other forward over the thin ice. Reaching the 
edge, he extended his hand as far as he could to 
grasp that of the drowning boj. 
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"Take hold, Morgie,'^ he cried cheerily, giv- 
ing the boy the friendly nickname he had heard 
others use, quite as if they two had always been 
on the best of terms. "I'll pull you out. Don't 
lose your grip." 

He looked into Morgan's face again now. The 
boy's pallor had increased and his lips were blue. 
It seemed impossible to Don that he could have 
utterly lost his strength in so short a time; yet 
there was a look in the other's face that raised 
a terrible fear in his heart. 

Morgan reached out feebly toward Don's 
hand, fell short, reached again, failed, and then 
suddenly sank back from the place he had been 
maintaining, and, with a pitiful moan as though 
of complete despair let go of the edge of the ice. 

Don saw and comprehended. Forgetful of 
danger, of enmity toward the boy in the water, 
of everything except that rescue depended upon 
his own unhesitating action, he lunged forward 
in a violent final effort. 

The thin ice under his boards bent and 
cracked. The water gurgled up about him and 
he felt its sting on his arms and neck. Then he 
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felt beneath him a sudden snap, as of an over- 
strained spring, his boards slipped forward and 
apart and the black water foamed up into his 
face as though ia exultant triumph over a new 
victim. 

Morgan's blue, pinched face was the one thing 
which seemed to stand out from the blackness 
that filled Don's eyes, as he slipped forward into 
the water from the frail support which had 
proved unequal to his weight. When the icy 
flood rose up to his eyes and shut out the day- 
light, and its eager roar filled his ears, the one 
thought of rescue was still uppermost in his 
mind and, even more than the instinct of self- 
preservation, guided his effort. He had to get 
Morgiel He had to get Morgiel 

He was a strong swimmer, and, as such, con- 
fident in his powers ; he was sure he could care 
for himself, despite the weight of clothing and 
skates ; but Morgan he knew to be at the last ebb 
of his strength, and the knowledge made him 
fight desperately to reach the surface again and 
extend the aid so sorely needed. 

He gasped painfully as his face emerged, for 
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his plunge had caught him in a moment of effort 
when his breath was short. Then shaking the 
stinging drops from his face, he looked about 
Morgan was fighting feebly again at the edge of 
the ice. 

"Hold on, old manl" panted Don, striking out 
to reach him ; and then, as the other turned to- 
ward him: "Don't catch hold of me till I get 
one of the boards.'' 

But Morgan was past the point of using judg- 
ment. His eyes opened wide as he saw Donald 
and instantly he made a frenzied lunge forward. 

"Don't!" cried Don. "I can't hold you up 
here, Morgan. Don't! For Heaven's sake, wait 
a minute I I can't — I can't " 

But Morgan had caught a hold upon his coat 
and was dragging him closer despite Don's ef- 
forts to hold him off. 

For a moment panic seized Don and he 
struggled madly. He could feel the current now, 
sucking, sucking,, with fearfully strong grasp 
upon his limbs. The brittle ice broke at every 
touch and the hole seemed to widen intermin- 
ably. The boy he was trying to save was pulling 
at him and pushing him downward in a blind, 
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mad effort to climb up and save himself. He 
seemed terribly strong now. 

"Help I" yelled Don, with all the strength of 
his powerful young lungs. And then he pulled 
his wits together enough to hold his breath as 
Morgan pushed him under the surface. 

The fear of being drawn under the ice was 
Don^s greatest apprehension. Even as his face 
was submerged for a second time, he threw his 
arm out in persistent effort to catch hold of the 
crumbling edge. Then the moment came when 
he knew he must take desperate means or fail 
utterly — and die. He turned in the water and, 
drawing up one knee, pressed it against Mor- 
gan's chest and wrenched himself free from the 
grip of the frantic boy. Gasping, choking, half 
exhausted with his terrible efforts, he swung 
about and caught one of the boards which had 
earlier lain just beyond his reach. 

A cry came over the ice and reached his ears. 
The other skaters had discovered them and were 
coming. He shouted in return and then caught 
Morgan's hand, just as the lad seemed sinking, 
and drew him to the plank. 

The cold of the water was growing painful to 
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Don. The ache in his flesh seemed to be striking 
in and to be getting into the very marrow of his 
bones. He could not guess how long he had been 
in the water. It seemed many minutes to him. 
He wondered what Morgan's feeling must be 
now. The boy had grown very quiet. He had 
been in the water more than twice as long as 
Don himself. 

Don turned again toward the swiftly moving 
skaters. They were shouting wildly now and he 
could hear the ring of their flying skates. He 
recognized one after another of the party. They 
were all high-school boys and two of them, Ben- 
nett and Crane, were members of the football 
team. Don, holding on now for dear life, with 
the water slapping over his chin and into his 
mouth sometimes, with the burden of Morgan 
to hold up and only the light plank half off the 
ice to depend upon, with his own strength ebbing 
and the consciousness that just over there beyond 
them yawned the hungry depths of the river into 
which the current dived, still clung and gasped 
and waited. 
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But the boys reached him. Intelligent method 
and plenty of help were not long in accomplish- 
ing a rescue. Morgan was first taken from the 
icy water, and then Don was drawn out The 
f omier was so thoroughly overcome that the boys 
were frightened, and Don himself quickly for- 
got his own suffering in anxiety for the other. 
With such knowledge as they possessed, they en- 
deavored to bring the heat and life back into the 
boy's body, but their success was not great. 

"We'd better get him to a doctor as soon as 
possible," said Don. "Take him across to my 
rooms; they're much nearer than his, and 
quieter." 

One of the boys was dispatched for a physi- 
cian, and the rest, removing their skates, started 
across the fields for the town, half carrying, half 
pushing Morgan, whom they compelled to walk, 
though the terrible languor was growing mo- 
mentarily upon him. Arrived at Don's rooms, 
the boy was stripped and rubbed and chafed, 
dosed with hot drinks which Don's landlady pre- 
pared — the landladies of Sherley were accus- 
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tomed to emergencies — and when the doctor 
came, Morgan was in Don's bed showing some 
semblance of life in his appearance. 

Doctor Hayes was grave, however, when he 
had looked the boy over and had heard the story. 
"I hope he'll be lucky,*' he said to Don, who 
having had a rubdown and a change of clothing 
was quite his usual self. "He hasn't your strength 
of constitution and his exposure was worse than 
yours. We can't know immediately just what 
the effect will be." 

When the doctor and the boys had gone, Don 
accepted the invitation of his landlady to take 
supper with her, as he had had no time to think 
of his usual evening meal. Then he returned to 
his own sitting room. The doctor had said that 
Morgan must be allowed to sleep if he could, and 
so Don entered the bedroom only at such times 
as it was necessary to give the patient the medi- 
cine that had been left for him. 

"Am I going to be ill?" asked Morgan huskily, 
as Don was about to leave him after a momen- 
tary visit of this character late in the evening. 

"I hope not, old man," said Don, who had 
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found it easy to bury his hostility when his enemy 
was helpless, and whose feeling was now surpris- 
ingly kindly toward the boy. "We won't let you 
if we can help it." 

Morgan sighed heavily, then turned on the 
pillow and looked up at Don with a searching 
gaze. His eyes looked hot and tired and the lids 
were heavy as if with long postponed sleep. But 
there was a questioning anxiety in them. 

"I hope — I shall not be ill," he said with sud- 
den vehemence. "I can't! I've got — I've got 
something to do!" 

"Better sleep now, old man," said Don sym- 
pathetically. He stood looking down at the 
young fellow. It was a handsome, though weak, 
face; Don thought he could see the lines which 
late hours land unwholesome excitement were 
drawing in it and which were beginning to give 
it a certain hardness. The brown, curly hair was 
fine and soft and well kept, and, to a certain de- 
gree, made the face boyish. The dark blue eyes 
were very attractive. Usually they were full of 
mischief and fun. Just now they seemed very 
tired and the look was not expressive of fortitude. 
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Don found himself pitying the boy almost as 
he would have pitied a child whose strength 
was unequal to some burden of pain or hardship ; 
and pitying, he was close to forgiving and for- 
getting the things he had against this boy— even 
the fact above all others that it was he who had 
won OUie's friendship away from himself. 

Morgan shifted his position again uneasily and 
once more sighed heavily. "I can't be sick," he 
repeated weakly. He ran his fingers through his 
hair with impatient unrest. "My head aches 
frightfully," he said, suddenly seeming to wake 
to a keener sense of the actual than before. "Fm 
afraid the cold was too much for me. Do you 
think I'll have pneumonia?'^ 

"I hope not, Morgie." Don drew the cover- 
ings up about the boy's shoulders. "Do you feel 
worse?" he asked again. 

"Yes," returned Morgan, "much worse; I 
never felt before as I do now. I'm hot all over, 
and I can feel flushes in my face and ears ; and 
I'm cold, too, and I have pains in my side when 
I breathe." 

Don started with sudden concern, then 
checked himself and tried to speak quietly. 
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"Don't be anxious," he replied. "We'll take care 
of you. Turn over and rest now. Try to sleep." 

Morgan's eyes held his. In them was a look 
of strange dependence, of scared foreboding, of 
pitiful helplessness. He looked to Don like a 
hurt animal. 

"You saved my life, McDonald," he said, just 
above a whisper. "Oh, I know," he went on, as 
Don made a gesture of deprecation. "Do you 
think anybody could almost go under the ice the 
way I did and not know?" He shivered. "I was 
almost under," he added with a catch in his 
breath. "Oh, I was almost under!" 

"Well, that's all over now. You're safe, you 
know," said Don. "Go to sleep now and forget 
it." 

He left the room and sought Mrs. White, his 
landlady. "I believe I'd better call the doctor 
again," he told her. "Young Morgan is getting 
sicker. Will you sit in there with him?" 

The woman acquiesced and Don went out 
quickly. When he came back twenty minutes 
later with Doctor Hayes, he found the patient so 
ill that he was glad he had not delayed. 

The history of that night when Morgan was 
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so ill stood out in Don McDonald's memory for 
many a day afterward. Doctor Hayes recognized 
at once that the dread pneumonia threatened his 
young patient and there followed a night of work 
and watching with the strain of anxiety which 
only those who have gone through similar ex- 
periences can understand. Morgan grew deliri- 
ous early and through most of the night muttered 
incoherent fragments of sentences at intervals. 
Don sat by his bedside, even after the doctor sent 
a nurse to relieve him. In Morgan's intervals of 
consciousness they exchanged a few words and 
the sick boy seemed to depend upon the presence 
of McDonald and to feel a sort of terror if he 
thought he was going to be left alone. Some- 
how, in his delirium, he seemed to mix up the 
present with the period when he was in the swirl- 
ing, icy waters of the river, and his whispered 
words and sudden ejaculations showed that he 
believed he would surely go down into the dark 
depths if Don did not stay by him. For much of 
the time while he sat there, Don held the other 
boy's hand and gripped it tight when Morgan 
had his worst moments. 
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When conscious Morgan was much frightened 
about himself. Most of the things he said con- 
cerned his sickness and the outlook, and Don, 
growing more and more weary, almost to exhaus- 
tion as the hours dragged away, answered always 
as cheerily as he could, while he pitied the other 
more and more. Other long hours when the pa- 
tient lay in feverish sleep, or in the worse state 
when his mind wandered, seemed almost unen- 
durable to him. 

It was daylight when Doctor Hayes came 
again. He told Don that his friend was in a seri- 
ous condition though he hoped that the disease 
would not assume its most dangerous form. He 
gave the nurse further instructions and went 
away, with a parting word of advice to Don to 
go to bed and rest. 

Several of the boys who knew Morgan well 
and those who had witnessed his rescue were 
early enquirers concerning the condition of the 
patient. There were ready offers of aid in plenty 
when it was learned how ill the boy had become, 
but Don explained that there was nothing any 
one could do. The boys all had things to say in 



Digitized by 



Google 



118 Touchdown — and After 

enthusiastic admiration of Don's own part in the 
rescue, but he only smiled and pointed out that 
he would have been helpless without their timely 
arrival. 

"Yes," said Benedict, who was one of the call- 
ers, "but if you hadn't gone in after him — and 
stuck to him, there — there wouldn't have been 
anybody for us to save." 

No one was admitted to see Morgan, and Don 
himself remained out of the sick room most of 
the morning, getting some sleep on his study 
couch. The patient was reported resting quietly 
at noon, however, and when the nurse came to 
tell Don that Morgan wanted to see him, Don 
went in, feeling encouraged that the boy should 
show so much interest. He was not at all pre- 
pared for Morgan's first words. 

"Mac," he said, in a low voice, when the nurse 
had gone out, "I know I'm going to — to die." 

Don put his hand on the boy's face. "Nothing 
like that, Morgie," he said, smiling. "We'll 
never let you." 

"Wait," said Morgan, "I'm not joking. And 
I'm not delirious now. I know I was crazy half 
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the night, and I don't know what I may have told 
you then. I don't care. I guess you — I guess 
you're on the square, Mac. You pulled me out 
of the ice. You wouldn't let me sink. I almost 
pulled you under, too — I knew that then, but I 
couldn't — couldn't stop. You pretty near went 
under the ice, just for the sake of getting 



me " 



"Oh, forget itl" interrupted Don, distressed. 

"I couldn't if I wanted to," said Morgan. "But 
now I want to tell you something. I've got to 
tell you. Only, don't tell anybody else, will you, 
Don? Please promise me thatl Don't tell any- 
body else." 

"Of course," said Don. 

"I was the one," said Morgan slowly, "that — 
that got you in bad with Superintendent Burn- 
ham." 

"What?" exclaimed Don. "How do you 
mean?" 

"I was the one — it was I, you know, that left 
your sweater — in Maud S.'s barn that night" 

"My sweater 1" 

"Yes, I got it out of your rooms after you tried 
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to stop Ollie from going with us to get the horse. 
I was sore at you. I've always been sore at you — 
because I thought you thought you were so 
much better than anybody else. I wanted — I 
wanted to make you think that — Ollie did it. 
You were so keen about him and you had no use 
for me." 

Don could not speak. He stood still and looked 
in amazement at the other boy. 

"It did more than I thought it would," went 
on Morgan. "I didn't think it would get you 
fired from school; but when I found it had I 
wasn't sorry. But I — I am now, Mac. You don't 
know how I've been thinking about that ever 
since — ever since I went into that ice." 

He stopped and shivered again. 

Don waited a long moment. Then he sat down 
on the bedside. "Of course, that's the 'proof Mr. 
Burnham and Professor Taylor have against 
me," he said slowly. "It has my name on a tag 
inside. I didn't know what had become of it. 
But, no, Morgie, it wasn't that they — expelled 
me for. I was to blame for that. It was a plain 
case of fool scrappiness on my part.'* 
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"Maybe you were like me," said Morgan. 
"You didn't like Burnham, and I didn't like you. 
But I never gave you a chance to — to show what 
you might do for a fellow — till I just hap- 
pened " 

"I guess you're not so far off," interrupted 
Don suddenly. "I didn't give Burnham a 
chance! It's all right, Morgie — I mean about 
the sweater." 

He looked down once more at Morgan. He 
thought the boy would be quieter now. But 
Morgan's eyes were still troubled. 

"Hold on," he said. "I did something else. I 
—I " 

Just at that moment the nurse came to the 
door. "You musn't talk any more," she said. 
"My patient is improving, but this won't do at 
all." 

"Oh, just a minute 1" cried the sick boy eagerly. 

"Not another second," said the nurse, looking 
anxiously at his flushed face. "Besides, some- 
body wants to see McDonald." 

"I'll see you later, Morgie," said Don. "It'll 
keep." 
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The nurse fairly pushed Don out of the room. 
And the moment he stepped into his study, he 
saw Chase standing, hat in hand by the door, his 
face white and serious, his eyes questioning and 
afraid. 

"Mac," said the other boy, without prelimin- 
ary, "I'm in a bad fix." His embarrassment was 
so evident that Don was amazed. "I've got to 
speak right; out and trust you to understand me. 
I haven't said a word to any one else, even to 
Ollie, whom I have just seen. And I didn't want 
to come to you till I had tested every theory I 
could think of. You see I couldn't believe that 
you could know anything about it. I tried to see 
you twice yesterday, but " 

Chase stopped and drew a sort of hesitating 
breath ; then his look became rather appealing. 

"What in the world are you talking about?" 
asked Don, unable to grasp a clue to the other's 
meaning. 

"It's just this, Mac," said Chase. "I — I was 
robbed, night before last It was the — the night 
you visited me. Some time between the time you 
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came and — and about an hour after you left, 
when I discovered the loss." 

"Robbed, Chase?" repeated Don. "What did 
you lose?" 

"Yes ; the money I collected from the fellows 
to pay for Professor Taylor's mare. I — I — Mac, 
you didn't — you didn't play me a trick or any- 
thing, did you? I — ^you were the only person in 
the study there from the time I laid my overcoat 
down on the couch, till I picked it up again to 
look for the money. And — it's gone!" 
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CHAPTER VIII 

SUSPICION 

DON turned sick with the sudden realization 
of what was in Chase's mind. He stared at 
the other helplessly for a long moment. All the 
protestations and reluctance in the world could 
not change or disguise the fact that the thought 
of McDonald's possible guilt in this matter had 
entered the other's mind. 

"You mean," said Don slowly, "that nobody 
but I could have taken that money!" 

"Oh, Don! No! I haven't said anything like 
that." I 

"Well, you look it," answered Don briefly, be- 
ginning to get control of himself. 

"Don! I didn't mean ^" 

"I suppose you didn't. Chase. But I guess your 
showing your thoughts unconsciously was even 
worse than an open charge." 

"Mac. Don't think so badly " 

"It won't do any good to talk. Let's get down 
to brass tacks. Tell me the story." 

124 



Digitized by 



Google 



Suspicion 125 

Chase stopped protesting. As soon as he be- 
gan to recount the happenings of the eventful 
evening from his standpoint, however, his eyes 
began to question Don again. Before he had fin- 
ished, distress was written all over his face once 
more. 

"Well," said Don, at the end, "I guess you are 
about as excusable for your suspicion as some 
other people have been around here." Then he 
began his own story of that evening. He told 
of his reason for calling on Chase, now. He told 
of how tired he had been, and how lonely; and 
of how he had dropped asleep in the chair in 
Mr. Chase's library and of the. strange impres- 
sion with which he had waked. And then, stop- 
ping an interruption from his listener, he related 
his encounter with the stranger in his dooryard 
at home, the mysterious carrying off of the dog 
and the flinging of the stone that had hit him on 
the head. 

"Now," he said, when he had finished, "that's 
the only defense I have to offer. You can take 
it or leave it. And I'd like to have you go, please. 
I've got something else to do besides defend my- 
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self from any more false charges my old friends 
seem to enjoy bringing against me." 

Chase, listening to the story Don had told, 
seemed to try to believe it, rather than to be con- 
vinced by it. He still protested that he had not 
accused Don, but his assertions to that effect were 
too weak to carry against Don's growing anger. 
The latter felt again much as he had before Mr. 
Burnham; and, though he tried to remember 
again the allowances he had begun to make for 
the superintendent, he found them hard to apply 
to Chase, in this moment of fresh indignity. And 
Chase went away at last, promising to investi- 
gate the possible clues that might be traced from 
Don's story. 

When the other was gone, Don was at first 
ready to repudiate all friendships he had ever 
had at Sherley, so bitter was he. But cooler 
thoughts began to come presently. And among 
them came very suddenly a shrewd guess that 
startled him. Some one there was, who might — 
who just might be concerned in some of these 
things — some one of whom he had not evea 
thought in this connection yet And the moment 
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his mind turned in that direction, it was wonder- 
ful how fast circumstances fitted themselves to- 
gether to confirm the rapidly forming opinion. 

Less than half an hour after Chase had gone 
Don hurriedly seized his hat and coat, made a 
hasty search for his skates, which he had not 
seen since Morgan had been brought into his 
rooms, and started off for the river as if the no- 
tion of going skating had suddenly struck him 
as the only solution of all the difficulties in the 
world. 

In another fifteen minutes he was on the ice, 
on which no other skaters appeared at this hour, 
and was speeding away up the river again, as he 
had done on the first trip of the season. But now, 
instead of circling off through the bayous, he 
made on and on up the channel, passed the place 
where Morgan had gone into the ice and where 
he himself had played a part of heroism to save 
the freezing boy, around the curves past which 
he had followed the other boy before the acci- 
dent, and up to that bend where he had first 
sighted Morgan, and where, it appeared, pres- 
ently, he had an errand of absorbing interest 
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He crossed the river above the bend to the 
place where he had seen Morgan run down the 
bank alone the day before. Up there above him 
was the old wood camp, which the other boy had 
evidently visited with more or less secrecy. And 
Don made for it as soon as he could get his skates 
off. 

It was another bright, wonderful day and the 
ice and snow glittered under a brilliant, frosty 
sunlight. The woods and river were very still, 
the snow-covered branches beautiful back in 
the deeper parts of the small forest, where they 
had been little disturbed. The old shack, which 
had about it now an element of mystery for Don, 
was silent as if no one had been near it for years. 
Indeed, but for a few tracks in the snow about 
the door, there was no sign that it had been dis- 
turbed for many a long month. 

But Don went straight to the door. He had no 
idea what he was going to find, but memory of 
what he had seen yesterday had driven him here 
to investigate at least. Something there had been 
that had brought Ferris Morgan here; some- 
thing had remained that the boy had wanted to 
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confess. There was reason enough to put the two 
together, Don thought; and he had been putting 
more and more things together, as he had come 
rushing away upon his errand. 

Nevertheless he was not quite prepared for 
what happened a moment later. He approached 
the door of the old shack with a sort of instinc- 
tive silence, without knowing just why it was 
that he allowed the snow to muffle the sounds of 
his footsteps. Then he put his hand on the latch 
and slowly opened the door. 

It was very dark inside, for the only windows 
in the place had been boarded up. He looked 
in first, then took a step forward. And then, all 
at once, there was a sudden rushing scramble, in- 
side, which sent dry leaves and little sticks on the 
floor flying in a whirlwind commotion; and sud- 
denly out into the air and the sunlight came a 
white streak, almost like a flung snowball for 
swiftness, caromed against his legs and went 
madly plunging into the nearest drift, sending 
the snow in a plume up into the golden rays that 
set all the landscape agleam. 

"Great guns I Quiz I" cried Don, in complete 
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amazement "How in the world did you get 
here?'' 

For answer, the little dog, evidently mad with 
delight at his release from the dark interior of 
the old camp, came bounding back through the 
snow and leaped upon Don, his little body twist- 
ing to and fro as if it were almost ready to break 
itself in two in mad effort to wag a stubby tail 
effectively. 

Don caught the little fellow in his arms and 
held him. "Quiz," he asked, almost as if the 
little chap could reply in words to his query, 
"how did you get here? Who shut you up in that 
old house? Was it Morgan? Was it Morgan 
carried you off? What did he do it for? Was it 
Morgan that kidnapped you in my yard the 
other night and threw the stone to stop my com- 
ing after you? Was it, little dog?" 

Quiz tried madly to lick Don's face and hands 
and neck and shoulders and hat, or any other 
portion of him that came within range of a per- 
fectly crazy little tongue. But he said nothing 
loud enough for Don to hear, in reply to his 
questions, except, "Ow-wow-yow-ow," in a 
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wildly delighted whine of sheer ecstasy, which, 
being interpreted, means, "What do I care who 
did it or why, now that I'm out again and in the 
hands of a friend who will take me home and get 
me something to eat in a hurry, hurry, hurry?" 

So Don turned back into the old camp, put the 
dog down on the snow again, and began striking 
matches to look about. 

But there was nothing inside that revealed any 
more of the mystery than he already possessed. 
Nothing else seemed to be concealed anywhere 
about. There were very few tracks in the snow 
that had sifted in through the leaky old roof and 
which made a pretty evenly laid carpet over the 
floor — ^very few tracks of humans, that is. There 
were plenty of dog tracks. 

But Quiz seemed none the worse for a night 
and a day in the old place. There was a piece of 
bagging in the comer and a blanket, between 
which he had evidently crawled for warmth, and 
there was evidence that he had had things to eat, 
also. And now, when Don was ready to start 
once more for home, with the dog and his prob- 
lem, the terrier was perfectly ready to run his 
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legs off if only the skater would let him. And 
when Don carried him, he sat in the boy's arms 
with his ears pricked to their highest and his 
bright eyes scanning the far shore, with an eager- 
ness that meant that he was at least in good health 
enough to think of something else besides him- 
self. 

When they reached the point on shore nearest 
Don's rooms, the terrier was once more set upon 
his feet, and then away he went, quite as if com- 
pletely forgetful of his rescuer and eager only 
for that one dearest person on earth, his master. 
And Don, looking after him, wondered how and 
where and how soon the little chap would find 
Ollie. He wished with all his heart that he might 
follow straight after him and share in the meet- 
ing. But he was not so near such an act as he 
might have been but for Chase's visit that morn- 
ing. 

He returned to his rooms, thinking and think- 
ing. If Quiz had been purposely locked in the 
old camp, it must have been done at least as early 
as yesterday morning — probably the night be- 
fore. No one else but Morgan could have done 
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it, for Morgan had visited the place in betraying 
fashion. If it had been Morgan who had thus 
shut the dog up, it had, of course, been Morgan 
who had carried him off. It had therefore been 
Morgan who had prowled about Don's rooms 
and who had flung the stone that had struck him. 
But what was there back of this? How was all 
that to be linked up with the loss of the money 
from Chase's home? 

Nevertheless, Don was suspicious now, beyond 
anything he had ever imagined before, of the boy 
who lay ill in his own bed at Mrs. White's. Mor- 
gan had confessed to one of the meanest tricks 
he had ever known another boy to do — that of 
putting Don's sweater in Professor Taylor's 
barn, with the direct purpose of casting suspicion 
on Don and of creating trouble between the 
friends. He would be capable of worse things. 
Yes, Morgan had to do with the disappearance 
of that money — Don was sure of that He ad- 
mitted to himself that the suspicion had sprung 
to life almost the moment he had finished his tale 
to Chase about the prowler who had run away 
with Quiz. 
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He entered his rooms with the idea that as soon 
as he might he would ask Morgan a question 
or two — he would allow the boy to finish the 
confessions he had begun and would hope that 
thus the mytsery would be finally cleared up. 
What might come after that he did not know. 

But the nurse told him that Morgan was asleep 
and that he was to be disturbed under no condi- 
tions whatever. So Don sat down with a book 
to wait with what patience he might 

It was growing late in the afternoon and Don 
was sitting idly in his easy-chair, when he heard 
on his porch outside the scramble of a dog's light 
feet, which he was sure in an instant could be- 
long to no other than Quiz. His heart gave a 
leap. Could it be that Ollie was coming at last 
to see him? The dog was scratching at the door 
and some one was coming up the walk. 

Don rose and looked to see that the bedroom 
door was closed upon the sleeping patient and 
his nurse. Then he opened the street door. His 
hands were trembling and his heart beating with 
excited anticipation. No mere pride could with- 
stand, the tide of feeling that welled up inside 
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him. He cared for no explanations, no excuses. 
He wanted one thing and one thing only, and 
that was to see Ollie. 

Quiz, for Quiz it was, of course, uttered one 
short, sharp bark as the door opened and Don 
caught him up and hugged him once more into 
his arms as the dog sprang forward in greeting. 
Then with a queer, diffident reluctance, he 
looked up to greet the expected master. But, 
when he raised his eyes, it was almost as if he 
had received a blow. Flis visitor was not Oliver. 

It was Chase again. "Donl" he exclaimed. 
"Let me come in again a minute. IVe got some- 
thing new to tell you." 

Don backed away from the door. He was sick 
at heart. But he tried not to show it. He ad- 
mitted Chase and they turned together toward 
the chairs by Don's desk. Quiz, who had been 
running inquisitively around the room, poking 
his delicate little nose into various corners, was 
almost under foot. Suddenly the little dog found 
something interesting in the comer near the bed- 
room door, where stood a group of umbrellas, 
walking sticks of the schoolboy type, pennant 
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sticks and the like. Abruptly the dog uttered a 
shrill yelp of excitement and plunged in among 
the upstanding sticks. In another moment he had 
knocked down a half dozen with a clatter that 
waked the echoes in the house, and was strug- 
gling out with something in his teeth. 

"Sh-sh-shl" whispered Don quickly, peering 
across the end of the table which was between 
him and Quiz, but not recognizing what inter- 
ested the dog. 

And then all at once Quiz came rolling over 
and over out across the floor, with that something 
— something white — in his teeth, shaking it and 
growling and uttering little shrill, staccato 
squeals of delight. 

Suddenly Chase started up from his chair. 
"McDonald!" he cried. 

Don stared at him and saw that he was looking 
at the dog, who had now paused with his find be- 
tween his feet. The expression on Chase's face 
changed slowly from astonishment and incredul- 
ity to a harder, shrewder expression. Then sud- 
denly he looked up. 
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"Mac!" he said hoarsely. *Why — ^why didn't 
— why coulJnU you tell me?" 

"What?" demanded Don. 

"That," said Chase heavily. "That is— you 
know what it is. It's the lost bag of gold 1" 
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CHAPTER IX 

UNCERTAINTY 

OF course the news of Don McDonald's res- 
cue of Ferris Morgan and of the latter's ill- 
ness at the rooms of his rescuer, spread all over 
town like wildfire during the evening of the day 
on which the nearly tragic accident took place. 
But Ollie Wentworth did not hear of it till the 
next day. About the time that Quiz came pranc- 
ing in from his unexplained wanderings, after 
his liberation from the upriver shack by Don, 
Hollister arrived at Ollie's room with the news. 
Ollie was much affected. But he had hardly 
heard the details from the narrator, when Chase 
came also, with the report of the loss of the 
money collected to pay for the mare, and with 
the suspicion which he could not cover in his 
manner of telling. The two tales together threw 
Ollie into such a passion of anger that the hurt 
he had been feeling over Don's failure to reply 
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to his note sent by hand of Morgan disappeared 
as if it had never existed, 

"I'm going out of this house and I'm going to 
see Don McDonald!" he asserted, as he struggled 
into his clothes, which so far the doctor had 
allowed him to wear once or twice only. 

The boys had managed to preserve their secret 
of Ollie's condition from the high-school au- 
thorities, so far as they could judge. The doctor 
and Mrs. Claybourne had not felt it their duty 
to "betray the patient to the one or two teachers 
who had naturally called to inquire, and the re- 
port had been given out that the boy was im- 
proving. The authorities had yet made no move 
to force matters. But Ollie could stand it now no 
longer. 

"Nothing but trouble has come of all this 
silence and secret making," he said. "It's all a 
mistake. We ought to have come out with it a 
long time ago. I've had a chance to think since 
I've been laid up." 

The boys remonstrated. They promised they 
would do all the errands of justice Ollie might 
think necessary, that they would go to McDon- 
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aid, that they would bring Don to Ollie, that 
they would do anything that would save the ne- 
cessity of Ollie's taking the risk of going out. 
But go out he would. 

He had been dressed in a slit shirt, with one 
loose coat sleeve hanging over his splinted arm, 
a time or two, and he insisted and persisted till 
he compelled his friends to get him clothed 
again. Meantime Quiz was fed. And then, when 
both processes were satisfactorily completed, all 
three boys fell to talking of the mystery of the 
money^s disappearance. 

It was then that the association of the facts 
brought Chase's anxious mind to a new suspicion. 

"Say, listen!" he cried suddenly. "Morgan's 
there in Don's rooms, isn't he? Do you remem- 
ber, Ollie, the night I got the last of the money 
together, Morgan was here? Do you remember 
that he was a lot interested in that money?" 

Ollie started. "That's right!" he exclaimed. 
"And he tried to borrow — said he was broke and 
afraid of some debts or something. Great Caesar, 
do you think " 

"Of course! Mac said somebody seemed to 
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have been in the room while he was asleep at my 
house the other night! And Morgan had been 
with me till I started home. He knew that bag 
of gold was in my overcoat pocket. Great Scott, 
and the door in our porch stood open ! Why, it's 
a cinch I" 

"Well, why in the name of common sense 
didn't you think of all that before you blamed 
Don McDonald?" demanded OUie. 

"I never thought of Morgan. If I had I 
couldn't have believed he did it." 

"Why?" asked Hollister. "Because of his 
high-minded courage and his general reputa- 
tion?" 

"Say," said Chase, "do you know when I was 
getting suspicious of Mac and thinking about all 
that's happened to him while he was innocent, I 
was beginning to doubt the value of a reputation. 
But as soon as Morgie is mentioned and the cir- 
cumstances begin to show him up " 

"Well, I should think so!" grunted Ollie. "But 
we're going to see an end of suspicions about any- 
body now. We're going to find out some truth — 
and tell some ourselves, I guess." 
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The boys meant to go to Don's rooms together, 
but when Ollie got down the stairs and out into 
the air he found that, brave as he might mean to 
be, he could not walk the distance he meant to go. 
He therefore insisted that Hollister telephone 
for a taxi and he sent Chase on ahead, say- 
ing that they would overtake him. And Quiz 
took it upon himself to go with Chase, quite 
ready to be a tramp again, now that he had as- 
sured himself that one Oliver Wentworth was 
alive and reasonably well. 

Ollie sat in Mrs. Claybourne's parlor, fuming 
with impatience at the slowness of village taxi- 
men. Hollister sat with him. They waited for 
ten, fifteen, twenty minutes. Then, abruptly, a 
motor drew up in front of the house, with a 
crunch of chains in the icy gravel, and both boys 
started up and out the door. The driver had 
dropped off his seat and started to open the 
motor-car's door before they were halfway down 
the steps, and the movement looked like prepara- 
tion for the reception of passengers. But, as they 
reached the path leading to the gate, Hollister 
looked up. And then he stopped suddenly, hold- 
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ing Ollie back with his hand, and staring in dis- 
may. For, instead of the motor having come 
for them, it had evidently come to bring some 
one to the house. And that some one, descending 
briskly, was instantly recognized by both boys 
with consternation. 

"It's BumhamI" said Bruce, under his breath. 

"Oh, ye little fishes!" murmurec^ Ollie. 

Then they both stood erect and still and waited 
for the inevitable. Ollie, dressed as he was, with 
his splintered arm in plain evidence, could hope 
to keep his secret no longer. The fact that he had 
been hurt would betray itself, and there would 
be necessary explanations which could not be 
evaded. The game was up ! 

Mr. Bumham turned and came into the gate 
and up the walk. He saw the boys and bowed, 
while still some distance away. Then, when he 
had come near enough, his sarcastic lip began to 
draw in with seeming humorous appreciation of 
OUie's predicament. 

"Well, Wentworth, I'm glad to see you out 
again at last," he said. 

"Thank you, sir," said Ollie helplessly. 
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"Your illness seems to have left you rather 
sooner than we had reason to hope," went on the 
superintendent, inspecting the protruding end of 
the bandaged arm. 

"This is the first time IVe been out of the 
door," said Ollie. 

"You didn't report that you had broken your 



arm." 



"No, sir;' 

"Well, that seems a little odd, doesn't it? 
Don't you think we are interested?" 

"I hadn't reported anything, I think," said 
Ollie, blushing to the roots of his hair. 

"No, I think not," said Mr. Burnham mean- 
ingly. "But we have been able to gather a few of 
the facts from various sources and put them to- 
gether. I suppose you have not contemplated the 
situation that might arise without a report from 
you?" 

"I suppose it would be quite foolish and use- 
less for me to tell you now that I was expecting 
to come to you today — ^with a report," returned 
the boy. "I haven't been able to get out before 
but I meant to — square things today." 
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"It's a little late to come to such a resolution, 
but — better late than never." 

"We have a queer story to — to tell you, if you 
want to hear it, Mr. Burnham," said OUie. 

"We have discovered some queer things on our 
own account," said the superintendent. "How- 
ever, if you have a story to tell me, perhaps you 
will ask me in and tell me now." 

"I would, Mr. Burnham, but ^" 

"But you want to delay a little longer?" 

"I started out to see Don McDonald. I have a 
taxicab coming to take me to him. I supposed 
your motor was for me. I think I have to see 
McDonald before I can do anything else." 

"Don't you think frank action on your part 
without further advice-taking would be wiser?" 

"I'm not going for advice," said Oliver miser- 
ably. "I'm going to see if I can't straighten out a 
very unhappy situation that has " 

"Here comes your taxicab now," said Hol- 
lister suddenly, as a second vehicle came round 
the corner of the street and drew up behind Mr. 
Burnham's conveyance. 

OUie made up his mind suddenly. "Mr. Burn- 
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ham," he said, "will you go with us to Mc- 
Donald's rooms, and have this whole matter 
thrashed out now, there?" 

The superintendent considered. "The last 
time McDonald talked to me," he replied, "he 
chose to do his best to insult me." 

"Mr. Burnham," exclaimed Ollie, "I know 
that if I had told the truth at the start, that 
would never have happened. McDonald was 
trying to shield me — and some others. He has 
been shielding us all through. Won't you go 
with me to him now and hear all sides of the 
story?" 

The superintendent looked at the boy's serious 
face for an instant. Then suddenly he nodded. 

"Yes," he said, "I will. And so will Professor 
Taylor, I am sure." 

"Professor Taylor!" echoed Ollie. 

"Yes; he's in the automobile also," said Mr- 
Buraham, with a smile. 

"Well, all right," said Ollie. "We might as 
well have the whole thing over." 

Professor Taylor was looking out of the limou- 
sine window when the boys started down the 
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walk. He bowed rather coldly and looked at 
Mr. Burnham for explanation. Mr. Burnham 
turned to Ollie. 

"If you are going to drive to McDonald's 
rooms, we will do so also," he said. 

The boys climbed into the hired car together. 
The other vehicle waited for them to pass and 
lead the way. Presently both were rolling 
toward the home of Mrs. White, in the wake, 
as it were, of Quiz and Chase. 

"We're up against it tight, now," whispered 
Oliver to Bruce, as they rolled down the block 
and crossed though the side street. 

"I dont believe it," said Bruce grimly. "It's 
the best thing that could have happened." 

"I didn't think how we might catch Don and 
Chase." 

"And Morgan?" 

"Oh, I was forgetting that he is there." 

"Well, I think the air is about to clear — even 
if it takes a thunderstorm to do it." 

The carriage drew up quickly at the door of 
Don's landlady. "Stay here and bring Burn- 
ham in," said Ollie, climbing out quickly. 
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He started toward the house. He was weak 
and felt rather giddy, while the effort cost him 
not a little pain. But he was on his way to Don 
and, just at that moment, he cared for very little 
else in the world. He reached the steps and 
mounted them. Then he put his hand up to 
knock, and looked around. Mr. Burnham and 
Professor Taylor had descended frm their car 
very promptly and were already on the way 
up the path. They would be at his heels in an 
instant. OUie gave up knocking. He put his 
hand on the knob and turned it. Next instant 
he was standing in Don McDonald's room. 

Chase and McDonald were standing together 
near the window on the farther side of the room 
and away from the street. They had not seen 
the automobiles come up in front of the house. 
Neither had any idea that other visitors than 
Ollie and Bruce were to be expected. They were 
engaged in counting gold coins which Chase was 
emptying from a little white cloth on the table. 

At the sound of Ollie's entrance both the other 
boys looked up. Then all three stood still for a 
moment. It became evident to Ollie that Chase 
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had not announced his coming. "I wanted you 
to surprise Don," the latter explained afterward. 
And as for Don, the first glance at his long-lost 
chum, in the condition that the slit sleeve and 
the splinted arm indicated, started a revela- 
tion that certainly brought surprise enough. 

"Oilier he cried. 

"Don!" exclaimed the other. 

They started across the floor toward each 
other. But Chase suddenly remembered news 
of importance vaster to him, and supposedly to 
the others, than this reconciliation. 

"WeVe found it!" he cried. "And say, Ollie, 
we know who's guilty now!" 

He pushed his way forward into the path of 
Don who had to come around the table before 
he could reach his chum. 

"I know who's guilty," repeated Chase, as 
Don shoved him rudely aside and strode out to 
look Ollie in the face. 

Suddenly Ollie realized that Mr. Burnham 
must be directly behind him. He held up his 
hand to Chase to warn him to silence. 
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But the other boy was only intent on impart- 
ing his news. 

"It's Morgan!'* he cried. 

And at that instant Superintendent Burnham 
stepped across the threshold. 

At sight of the superintendent Don stopped 
short What the presence of this man here might 
mean he could not guess ; but it suddenly made 
him doubt the friendly intention of the visit of 
the others. He had been through so many 
troubles that he was ready to anticipate more. 
And with his stop, Ollie also came to a halt. And 
both waited to hear what it would be that Mr. 
Burnham would say first. 

"Who is guilty of what?" asked Mr. Bum- 
ham, briefly, as Professor Taylor followed him 
into the room and Bruce Hollister brought up 
the rear. 

Chase was stricken silent. He suddenly thrust 
the cloth bag behind him. And just then, Mrs. 
White, who had seen the distinguished visitors' 
arrival f roni her own front window, came bust- 
ling in behind them, looking to see if there were 
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chairs enough and if the gentlemen were pro- 
perly received. 

But Mr. Bumham persisted in following up 
Chase's remark. "Why not go on and tell us 
what you were about to tell Wentworth, Chase?" 
he asked. 'WeVe all come to learn a little 
truth." 

Chase hesitated. Then suddenly he determined 
to blurt out the truth, as a measure of despera- 
tion. 

"It's the money we collected to pay for Pro- 
fessor Taylor's mare," he told them. "It dis- 
appeared from my house night before last. 
We've just found out that it was Morgan took 
it." 

"Morgan?" repeated the superintendent. 
"From what I hear he is sick in bed with pneu- 
monia here at McDonald's rooms." 

"Yes, but this money was taken before he 
got sick." 

"You say it is to pay for Professor Taylor's 
mare?" 

"Yes, sin" 
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"Well!'* said Professor Taylor, himself, and 
stopped with that exclamation. 

"It's been — stolen?" asked Mr. Bumham. 
"Yes, sir. We had it all ready to send. I 
was to write a letter and I had the money down 
at my house. It disappeared from the library. 
And we just found it here. Of course, McDon- 
ald didn't take it. And the evidence is strong 
against Morgan." 

"It was strong against me a few minutes ago," 
said Don. He looked appealingly at OUie, wait- 
ing for the other to make a move that would 
show his attitude in this matter. 

"How do you mean you found it here?" asked 
Professor Taylor. 

"We found it on the floor behind the um- 
brellas and sticks over there in the comer," said 
Chase. "Or rather Quiz found it." 

'*Quiz!" shouted Ollie. 

"Yes. It was in that sugar bag he used to play 
with and ^" 

"Yes, of course. He'd have found that any- 
where* But how did Morgan get it?'* 
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"Took it from my home, of course," said 
Chase. 

"Why do you think so?" asked Professor 
Bumham. 

"Oh, for a lot of reasons. He was trying to 
borrow money and complained that he was in 
debt and he was in Wentworth's room the night 
he paid me the last of the money to collect. And 
Mac went to sleep in his chair while he was 
visiting me and somebody was in the room and 
wakened him but got away before he saw them 

and " Chase paused, too much involved in 

his explanation to extricate himself. 

And suddenly there was a surprising interrup- 
tion. There was a sound of exclamations and 
remonstrances in the voice of a woman in the 
bedroom beyond Don's study. And all at once 
the door of that room was flung open, and there 
in the aperture, clad only in a nightgown, his 
hair tousled, his eyes wide, his face drawn and 
white, but with his whole figure seeming very 
much alive indeed, appeared the boy who was 
being so freely accused. 
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"Who says I'm a thief?" he cried hoarsely. 
"What money did I take from you, Chase? 
What are all you people trying to put on me? 
I never took anything that didn't belong to me! 
I never touched or saw your money! Wasn't 
part of it mine anyhow — or wasn't I responsible 
for it, even if OUie did lend it to me? And wasn't 
I just as anxious to get Professor Taylor paid as 
you were? And when did I have a chance to 
hide money in this room?" 

The nurse appeared behind him and put her 
hands on his arm. "Here!" she cried. "Don't 
you know you're taking your life in your hands 
to get out of bed that way? You may be better, 
but that's no way to gamble with your life. You 
come back to bed." 

But Morgan would not. "I won't!" he cried. 
"I won't till I hear somebody admit that I am 
not a thief, as everybody is so ready to call me 
here. I'd just as soon die, if that's what every- 
body thinks I" he declared wildly. 

Don suddenly turned swiftly and put his arms 
around the slender figure of the excited boy. 
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"Come back to bed, Morgie," he said. "I prom- 
ise you, you'll have your chance. And nobody's 
going to suspect you till something's proved, 
eitherr 
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CHAPTER X 

CERTAINTY 

MORGAN was persuaded, rather forcibly 
indeed, back into bed again. But when 
he lay once more on his pillow he regarded with 
glowing eyes the group of men and boys that 
filled his chamber door. 

"I know!" he said wretchedly. "I know why 
it is. I heard. You couldn't suspect McDonald, 
because— because he's got ,a deputation! I — 
haven't got — any!" 

All the members of the little gathering were 
still for an instant. Then the most unexpected 
interruption came. Mrs. White stood just within 
the door and she turned on Chase almost 
roughly. 

"Say, young fellow," she said, "what's all this 
suspecting and thieving and talk about bags of 
gold? You said something was found among the 
canes and umbrellas there. What was it?" 
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"It was a bag of money that was taken from 
my room night before last. It contains a hundred 
and fifty dollars and it was to " 

"And you thought the sick boy took it, did 
you?" 

"I thought— I thought " 

"They all thought so," said Morgan himself, 
miserably- 

"Well, he wasn't the one. He's right ; he never 
touched your money," proclaimed Mrs. White. 

"How do you know?" asked Don. 

"Because I know who the thief was. I saw 
him with my own eyes. I saw him bring that 
bag o' gold, if that's what it is, and hide it here 
in Mister Don's room, where it would be sure 
to get somebody into trouble." 

There was a sudden chorus. "Who was it?** 
asked almost everybody at once. 

For answer Mrs. White turned and pushed 
her way out of the door. In a moment she re- 
turned. 

"This is a pretty good portrait of him," she 
said. And there held high in her arms, his head 
cocked interestedly and attentively on one side, 
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his eyes shining^ his ears standing up as if they 
had been starched there, was no less a personage 
than Quiz! 

'^Quiz !" shouted Ollie once more. 

The dog turned his head with a lightning jerk 
at his master and let out one sharp little bark. 

**There, he admits itl" said Mrs. White. "And 
let me tell you I heard enough today and in the 
few days past to say it ought to be a lesson to 
some that's here. But I saw this innocent little 
dog bring that innocent little white bag — ^which 
I supposed held a new ball or something — into 
the house here and deposit it on the floor the 
other night, and poke it in behind the sticks in 
the corner there just as he used to do with his 
ball. I let him in. And I supposed it was because 
he couldn't get into his master's room at home, 
for he often came here when he wanted a second 
home. And I let him out again when he wanted 
to get out. And I let the plaything stay where he 
put it, never dreaming that it was " 

"Of course!" cried Chase. "It was Quiz's 
bag; why shouldn't he take it?" 

"He was out on the street that night — ^he was 
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out all night I" exclaimed Ollie, remembering. 

"And I saw him running in the street, too," 
said Don. 

"He probably followed you to Chase's," said 
Ollie. 

"And nosed around in the open library, while 
you were asleep," added Chase. "And then, 
when he found the bag in my overcoat pocket 
on the couch " 

"He ducked for home with it!" finished Don. 

"And I saw him come in here," said Morgan 
suddenly, from the bed. "And I knew he was 
carrying — something and I watched to see what 
it was. I found out, and saw him take it into 
McDonald's rooms. But he came out again after 
a little time — I was waiting around to see what 
would — ^what would happen. And I was sore — at 
Ollie, because — well, because he wouldn't lend 
me some money. Oh, I was sore at everybody, 
because nobody seemed to have any use for me. 
And I made up my mind I'd — ^well, I thought 
I'd get Ollie worried for a while, and I took 
Quiz away up to the wood camp up river. And 
— ^well, I didn't want Quiz to dig out that bag 
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again till — till somebody else should find it 
there." 

"And I found Quiz in the wood camp," said 
Don quietly. 

"And then " Morgan began again. When 

— ^when I was drowning and — freezing. And I 
—I can't stand it!" 

The boy on the bed suddenly covered his face 
with his hands and sobbed outright. 

Mrs. White crossed to the bed and set Quiz 
down on the white coverlet, a thing she never 
would have dreamed of doing in an unexcited 
moment. Then she put a motherly hand on the 
sick boy's head. 

"It's my opinion," she said — "and I know 
a whole lot more about this affair than you all 
think — that there's been a lot too much suspect- 
ing and suspicion and too little straightforward 
truth. Don there — he wouldn't have got into 
trouble at all if he'd told all the truth. Young 
Ollie over there — he wouldn't have had half the 
trouble he's had if he hadn't suspected his 
chum. This youngster" — nodding at Chase — 
*^he's got a genius for suspecting. And — beg 
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pardon, sir but I got to say it — ^you yourself and 
the other professor, you was barking up the 
wrong tree yourselves when you suspected Don 
McDonald." She ended by bowing without dis- 
respect, but quite frankly, to Mr. Burnham him- 
self. 

And Mr. Burnham suddenly surprised every- 
body by nodding quite gravely in reply. 

"I've found out that McDonald is innocent of 
the original offense," he said. "If he had been 
respectful in the interview " 

"I know it, Mr. Burnham," cried Don. "And 
my father wrote me as much, too. I hope you 
will pardon that in me." 

"I was the one most to blame," said Ollie sud- 
denly. "I knew we had no business to take Maud 
S. out of her stable. And Don said so, too. But 
we were crazy with fool mischief that night. 
We " 

"Yes," interrupted Morgan, suddenly looking 
up at them again, "but I was the one that really 
caused all the catastrophe. I was the one that hit 
the mare so she jumped off the boiler-house 
roof." 
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Professor Taylor uttered a sudden exclama- 
tion. "Was that what happened?" he cried. 

"Why," said Morgan, "I thought you knewl" 

And then, when Professor Taylor and Mr. 
Burnham shook their heads, the story came out 
in swift phrases from the boys who had been 
present at the scene of the accident. When the 
story of Ollie's injury and the mare's death, of the 
horror of the boys after the event, of the attempt 
at secrecy and the raising of the money, of the 
near drowning of Morgan, and of Don who tried 
to save him, and of the threat of dangerous ill- 
ness for the former, which had been barely 
averted — ^when it had all been told, Mr. Burn- 
ham was a sympathetic, rather than a harsh 
critic. 

"Well," he said, "I think there has been a les- 
son or two for you all — yes, maybe for me, too, 
in this. We can't let such an affair pass, without 
a penalty, but I think that the deprivation of 
athletic privileges, say till spring, will suffice as 
a reminder to you all — and that's what punish- 
ment is for. And I think," he added, looking 
from Ollie to Morgan, "that, with both the ring- 
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leaders in the affair, there is likely to remain a 
rather vivid recollection of this escapade for 
some time to come. Besides, I think they have 
been punished about enough. If you will reim- 
burse Professor Taylor, as you proposed, for the 
loss of his mare, I think we shall consider the 
incident closed.'' 

"Oh here!" cried Chase, suddenly thrusting 
himself forward, and holding out the bag of 
money. 

And abruptly everybody laughed at the eager- 
ness of the movement. And Quiz, on the bed, 
who was very far from asleep, made a running 
jump and playfully tried once more to reach the 
thing that had once been his favorite plaything. 
And then everybody laughed again. And then 
the nurse began tucking the clothes about Mor- 
gan's shoulders and motioning them all to go 
out, for the boy had closed his eyes and was look- 
ing much too ill to be the center of such a noisy 
crowd any longer. 

"No," the nurse said, in answer to Don's anx- 
ious query, as the others turned out into the sitting 
room, "he will be all right, I think, if he rests 
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now. His temperature's gone — we've broken the 
grip of the pneumonia." 

Mr. Burnham and Professor Taylor stayed 
but a few minutes in final discussion of the whole 
affair, and then they took their carriage and went 
away. Chase and Hollister had the quickness to 
see that they were not needed any longer in that 
particular spot, and they locked arms and went 
off down the street singing in muffled but no less 
earnest tones : 

"Here's to S. H. S.! 

"She can't be beat! She can't be beat!" 

And back in Don McDonald's rooms two boys 
who were brave enough to admit that they loved 
each other, grasped each other's hands. 

"Ollie, old man!" said Don. "I didn't know!" 

"Nor I, Don," said Ollie. 

"And I'm all kinds of a fool, Ollie," Don of- 
fered. 

"No, I'm some of the varieties, myself," dis- 
puted Ollie. 

"But I guess, as Mr. Burnham says, we aren't 
likely to forget it soon. What do you say to our 
chipping in and getting poor old Morgan out of 
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his debts? I feel like doing something for some- 
body." 

"You're on," answered Ollie. "Though I 
guess you've been doing something for some- 
body all through this thing. But Morgie's got 
it in him to be a pretty decent fellow, I believe, 
if he has a chance. He wants to square himself, 
now, I'm sure of that." 

"I guess we've all had something to square 
ourselves for." 

"Yes," said Ollie, seriously. "Do you know I 
feel — a little the way I did that night after the 
big game — as if we'd made a sort of — a kind 
of " 

Don nodded, as if he understood despite his 
chum's confusion. Then he slipped his arm 
around Ollie's shoulders in the good old way. 

"Touchdown?" he suggested, grinning. 

THE END 
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